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F Erdinand, King P Nayarre, 


Biron 
Three Lords attending upon the Kin; 
bY main, $ his Retirement, * 


Boyet, Lords attending upon the Princeſs of 
Macard, France. 


Don Adriana de Armado, a ſautaſtical Spaniard, 
Nathaniel, @ Curate. Kin 
Dull, a Conſtable. 

Holoſernes, à School maſter. | 

Coſtard, a Clown. 

Moth, Page to. Don Adrien de Armado. 


Princeſs f France, 
Maria, dre, attending on the Princeſs, 


Catherine, 


Jaquenetta, a Cuntry Wench, 


Officers and other 3 wpon . 


King and Princeſs. 
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ACT L SCENE TI. 


Enter the King, Biron, Longavile and 
Dumain. 


E T Fame, that all hunt after in 
their Livery 

@ Live regiſtred upon our braten 
3 Tombs; 

And then grace us in the Diſgrace 

n of Death: 
When ſpight of cormorant devouring Time, 
Th Endeavour of this preſent Breath may buy 
That Honour which ſhall hate his Sythe's keen Edge, 
And make us Heirs of all Eternity, | 
Therefore brave Conquerors, for ſo you are, 
That war againſt your own Aﬀe&ions, 
And the huge Army of the World's Deſires, 
Our late Edict ſhall ſtrongly ſtand in force; 
Navarre ſhall be the Wonder of the World, 
Our Court ſhall be a little Academy, 
Still and contemplative in living Arts. 
You three, Biron, Dumain and Lengavile, 
Have ſworn for three Years Term to live with ms 
My Fellow Scholars, and to keep thole Statutes 
That are recorded in this Schedule here. 
Your Oaths are paſt, and now ſubſcribe your Names: 
That his own Hand may ſtrike his Honour down, 
That violates the ſmalleſt Branch herein: 
If you arearm'd to do as ſworn to do, | 
dubleribe to your deep Oaths, and keep them too, 
Long. I am reſoly'd; tis but a three Years Fact: 
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4 Love's Labour's loſt. 
The Mind ſhall banquet, tho' the Body pine; 
Fat Paunches have lean Pates; and dainty Bits 
Make rich the Ribs, but bankrout quite the Wits, 
= My loving Lord, Dumain is mortify'd : 
The groſſer manner of theſe World's Delights, 
He throws upon the grols World's baſer Slaves: 
To Love, to Wealth, to Pomp, I pine and die 
V ith all theſe living in Philolopliy. 
Biren. | can but lay their Proteſtation over, 
So much (dear Liege) | have already ſworn, 
T hat is, tolive and ſtudy here three Years : 
But there are other ſtrict Obſervances; 
As net to ſee a Woman in that Term, 
V hich I hope well is not enrolled there. 
Ard one Day ina week to touch no Focd ; 
And. but one Meal on every Day beſide ; 
The which J hope is not enrolled there. 
And then to ſleep but three Hours in the Night, 
And not he ſeen to wink of all the Day: 
When I was wont to think no harm all Night, 
And make a dark night too of half the Day; 
Which I hope well is not errolled there. 
O, theſe arè barren Tasks, too hard to keep; 
Not to ſee Ladies, - ſhudy, faſt, not fleep, 
King. Your Oath is paſt to pals away from theſe. 
Biren. Let me ſay no, my Liege, and if you pleaſe; 
I only ſwore to ſtudy with your Grace, | 
And ſtay here in your Court for three Years ſpace, 
Leng. You ſwore to that Biron, and tothe ret. 
Biron. By yea and nay Sir, they | {wore in jeſt, 
What is the end of Study, let me know? 
N King, Why that to know which elſe we ſhould nc 
NOW. 
i Biren. Things hid and barr'd (you mean) from commo 
enle. | 
King. Ay, thatis Study's God-like Recompence. 
Biren. Come on then, 1 will {wear to ſtudy ſo, 
To know the Thing I am forbid to know; 
And thus to ſtudy where I well may dine; | T 
W hen to faſt expreſly am forbid : 
Or ſtudy where to meet ſome Miſtreſs fine, 
When Miſtreſſes from common Senle are bid: 
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Or having ſworn too hard a keeping Oath, 

gudy to break it, and not break my Troth, 

If Stud y's-Gain” be thu, and this be ſo, 

Study knows that which yet it doth not know: 
Swear me to this, and I will ne'er ſay no. | 

King. Thele be the Stops that hinder Study quite, 
And train our I ntellects to vain Delight. 

Biren. Why ? all Delights are vain, and that moſt vain, 
Which with Pain purchas d, doth inherit Pain; ; 
As painfully to pore upon a Book, 

To ſeek the Light of Truth, while Truth the while 

Doth falſly blind the Eye-fight of his Look : 

Light ſeeking Light, doth Light beguile; 

Gere you find where Light in Darknels lyes, 

Your Light gfows dark by loſing of your Eyes. 

Study me how to picaſe the Eye indeed, 

By fixing it upon a fai: er Eye; 

Who daz ing to, that Eye ſhall be his heed, 

And give bim Light that it was blinded by. 

Study is like the Heaven's glarious Sun, 

That will not be deep ſearch d with ſawey Looks; 
mal! have continual Plodders ever won, 

dave bale Authority from other Books. 

Thele earthly Godfathers of Heaven's Lights, cg 
That give a Name to every fixed Star, 
Haye no more Profit of their Shining Nights, 

Than thoſe that walk, and wot not what they are. 

Too much to know, is to know nought but Fame ; 

Ard every Godf..ther can give a Name, 

Xi g. How well be's read, to reaſon againſt reading. 

Dum. Proceeded well, to ſtop all good proceeding, 

Long. He weeds the Corn, and (till lets grow the Werding. 

Biren, The Spring is near when Green Geele are a 

breeding. 

Dum. Rebe that? 

Biron. Fit in his Place and Time. 

Dum, In Reaſon nothing. 

Biren. Something then in Rhime. 

Long. Biron is like an envious ſneaping Froſt, 

That bites the i nrſt · born Infants of the >pring. 

Biron, Well, ſay lam; why ſhauld proud zummer boaſts - 

lelore the Birds have any Caule to ling ? 
, + ket by 


6. Love's Labour loft. 
Why ſhould Tjoy in any abortive Birth? 
At Chriſt mas q more deſire a Roſe, 

- T han wiſh a Snow in May's new-fangled Shows: 

But like of each thing that in Seaſon grows, 

So you to ſtudy now it is too late, 

T hat were to climb o'er the Houſe t' unlock the Gate, 
King, Well, fit you out; go home Biron: Adieu. 
' Biron, No, my good Lord, l have ſwornto ſtay with you, 

Ard though I have fer Barbariſm ſpoke more, 

Than for that Angel Knowledge you can ſay, 

Yet corfident VII keep what | have ſwore, . 

And bide the Perance of each three Years Day, 

Give me the Paper, let me read the ſame, 
And to the ſtricteſt Decrees I'll write my Name, | 
King. How well this yielding reſcues thee from Shame, 
Hiron, Tem, That no Woman ſhall come within a Mile 
ef my Court. 
Hath this been proclaimed ? 
Long. Four Jays ago. | 
Biren. Let's ſee the Penalty. 
On Pain of loſing her Tongue! 
Who devis'd this Penalty: 
eng. Marry that did I. 
Biron. Sweet Lord, and why? 
Leng. To fright them hence with that dread Penalty; 

A dangerous Law againſt Gentility. 5 

Item, If any Man be ſeen to talk with a Woman within 
the Term of three Years, he ſhall endure ſuch you 

Shame as the reſt of the Court ſhall poſſibly deviſe. 

Biren. T his Article my Liege your ſelf muſt break, 

For well you know here comes in Embaſſy 
The French King's Daughter, with your ſelf to ſpeak, 

A Maid of Grace and compleat Majeſty, 

About Surrender up of Aquitain | 

To her decrepit, ſick, and bed-rid Father: 

Therefore the Article is made invain, 

Or vainly comes the admired Princels hither. 

King. What ſay you, Lords? 

Why, this was quite forgot. 

| Biron, So ſtudy evermore is overſnot, 
While it doth ſtudy to have what it would, 
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{t doth forget to do the Thing it ſhould : 
And when it hath the Thing it hunteth moſt, 
is won as Towns with Fire; fo won, fo loſt, 
King. We muſt of Force diſpence with this Decree, 
the muſt lye here on meer Neceſſity. 
Biron. Neeeſſity will make us all forſworn 
Three thouſand Times within this three Years ſpace : 
Fur every Man with his Affects is born: 
Not by Might maſter'd, but by ſpecial Grace. 
If I break Faith, this Word ſhall break for me, 
| am forſworn on meer Neceſſity. 
do to the Laws at large I write my Name, 
And he that breaks them in the leaſt Degree, 
stands in Attainder of eternal Shame, , 
„ Suggeſtions are to others as to me; 
» WH But | believe although I ſeem lo ſoth, 
| am the laſt that will laſt keep his Oath, 
But is there no quick Recreation granted ? | 
King. Ay that there is; our Court you know is haunted, 
With a conceited Traveller of Spain, * 
A Man in all the World's new Faſhions Planted, 
That bath a Mint of Phraſes in his train : 
One whom the Muſick of his own vain Tongue, 
Doth raviſh 'ike inchanting Harmony: 
A Man of Complements, whom Right and Wrong 
Haye choſe an Umpire of their Mutiny, 
bis Child of Fancy, that Armed; bight, 
For interim of our Studies, ſhall relate | 
In bigh-born Words the worth of many a Knight: 
From tawny Spain loſt in the World's Debate, | 
How you delight my Lords, I know not, I; 
But 1 proteſt 1 love to hear him lie, 
And I will uſe him for my Minſtrelſie. 
Biron. Armado is a moſt illuſtrious Wight, 
A Man of Fire, new Words, Faſhion's own Knight. 
Long. Ceſtard the Swain, and he, ſhall be our Sport; 
And ſo to ſtudy, three Years is but ſhort. 
Enter Dull and Coſtard with a Letter. 
Dull, Which is the Duke's own Perlon ? 
Biren, This, Fellow, what would'ſt ? 
Dull. 1 my {elf reprehend his own Perſon, for T am his 
Grace's Tharlborough: but I would ſee his own Perſon in 
Fleſh and Blood, A 4 Biron. 


8 Love's Labour's loſt. 
Biron, This is he. | | 
Dull, Sighior Arme, Arme commends you. 

| There's villainy abroad; this Letter will tell you more, 
Coſt. Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching me. 
King. A Letter from the magnificent Armado, 
Biron, How low ſoever the Matter, 1 hope in God for 

high Words. | 

Teng. A high Hope for a low Heay'n ; God grant u 

Patience, 

Siren, To hear, or forbear hearing. 
Teng. To hear meekly, Sir, to laugh moderately, or to 
forbear beth. | ; 

Biren. Well Sir, be it as the Stile ſhall give us cauſe to 
climb in the Merrineſs. 

Coſt. The matter is to me Sir, as concerning Jaquenetta, 

The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner, 

Biron. In whit manner? 4 x >: 

. Coſt. In manner and form, following, Sir, all thode 
three. I was ſeen with her in the Mannor-houſe, fitting 
with her upon the Form, ard taken following her into the 
Fark; which put together, is in manner and form follow- 
ing. Now Sir, for the manner: In the manrer of a Man | 
to ſpeak to a Woman; for the form, in ſome form, 7 

Biron. For the following, Cir. 8 ve 


Ceſt. As it ſhall follow in my Correction, and God de- fl tht 
T0 NG | 

King. Will you hear this Letter with Attention? tis 

Biron, As we would hear an Oracle, 


Ct. Such is the Simplicity of Man to hearken after 


the Fleſh. * | w 
King Neat Deputy, the Welkin's Vicegerent, and cl: Ml v 
reads, Deminater cf Navarre, my Scul's Earth's ti 


God, ana Bedy's feſtring Patron 
Ct. Not a Word of Coftard yet. 

A ing. So it is 
22 It may be ſo; but if he ſays it is ſo, he is intel: 
ling true: but ſo. | 
ing. Peace, | 
Cot, Be to me, and every Manthat dares not fight. 


King. No Words. | 
aft Of other Mens Secrets I beſeech you. 


King, 
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King. So it is, beſfirged with ſable coloured Melancholy, I 
M1 commend the black oppreſſing Humour to the miſt whole- 
ne Phyſick of thy amend pe" Air; and as Tam a Gentle- © 
au, betcok my ſelf to walk : The Time when ? about the ſixth 
ur, when Beaſts moſt graze, birds beſt peck, and Men ſit 
on to that Nouriſhment which is call'dS upper . So muth 
the Time when. Now for the Ground which : which mean 
| wal d upon; it is ycleped, thy Park. Then fer the Place where, 
where 1 mean I did inceunter that obſc:ne and meſt prepoſte= 
rus Event that draweth my ſnow-white Pen the Ebon-co- 
lr” d Ink, which here thou vieweſt, bebeldeſt, ſurveyeft, cr 
te. But to the Place where : It ſtandeth Nirtb Nerth Eaſt 
o Ward ly Eaſt from the Weſt corner of thy curious kuotted Gar- 

En. There did I ſee that low ſpirited Swain, that baſe Mi- 
| Won of thy Mi, tb, (Cf, Me?) that unlettered ſmall-kn:ywing | 

Saul, (Coſt. Me ?) that ſtall w Vuſſal, (Ciſt. Stil me?) whit 
4; I re member, hight Coſtard, (Cſt. O me !) ſcrted and cen- 
ſorted contrary to thy eftabliſhed pruclaimed Edit and conti- 
ent Cancn : Which with—0 with—but with this ] paſſiin 
t ſay where wit ): | 

Cf, With a Wench, 

King. With a Child ef our Grandmother Eve, a Female; 
i for thy more underſtanding, a Noman; him, I (as my e- 
ver eſteem d Duty pricks me on) bave ſent to thee, to recerve 
the mee d of Puniſhment by thy ſweet Grace s Officer, Axthony 
Dull, à Men of good repute, carriage, bearing, and eſtima- 
tion, 

Dull. Me, an't ſhall pleaſe you? I am Anthony Dal. 

King. Fer Jaquenetta (%% is the weaker Veſſel call d) 
which I apprehend with the aforeſaid Swain, I keep her as a 
wel of thy Laws fury, and ſhall at the leaſt of thy ſmoet ne- 
tice bring ber to a Trial.  Thine in all cemplemenis of deve 
ed and heart-burning heat of Duty. L 
Don Adriana de Armado. 


Biron. This is not ſo well as I look d for, but the beſt 
that ever I heard. 
King. Ay the beſt for the worſt, But Sirrah, Mhit ſay 
you to this ? | . 132 
Coſt. Sir, I confeſs the Wench, | 
ing. Did you hear the Proclamation ? 
A 5 _ 
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Got. 1 do confeſs much of the hearing it, but little * 
the marking of it. | ron 
King. It was proclaim'd a years impriſonment to hs 1 
taken with a Wench. | you 
Coſt. | was taken with none, Sir, I was taken with x F 
Damoſel. a 
or 


King. Well, it was proclaimed Damoſel. 
Cot This was no Damoſel, neither, Sir, ſhe was a Virgin 
King. It is ſo ya ied too, for it was proclaim'd Virgin, 
Cal. If it were, 1 deny her Virginity : I was 

with a Maid, 

King. This Maid will not ſerye your turn, Sir. 

PY x This Maid will ſerve my turn, Sir. 

 _ Kng. Sir, I will pronounce Sentence; you ſhall faſt 
Week with Bran and Water, | 
; Gt I had rather pray a Month with Mutton and Por- 
TI ge. a 
King. And Den Armad: ſhall be your Keeper. 18 
My Lord Biron, ſre him deliver'd o'er, , 
And go we Lords to put in 22 that 
Which each to other hath ſo ſtrongly ſworn. [ Excust. 
Biren. Vil lay my Head to any good Man's Hat; 
Theſe Oaths and Laws in prove an idle Scorn. 
Sirrah, come on. | 
cu. I ſuffer for the Truth, Sir: For true it is, I was 
taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a true Girl; and 
therefore welcome the {lower Cup of og "pes : Affliction 
may one Day {mile again, and unt il then {it _— 0 
f * Exeunt, 
Enter Armado and Moth. | 8 
Arm. Boy, what Sign is it when a Man of great Spirit 
grows melancholy. | 
Meth. A great Sign, Sir, that he will look ſad. 
Arm. Why ? Sadneſs is ore and the ſelf - ſame thing, 
dear Imp, 8 | 
 - Metb. No, no, O Lord, Sir, no. . ee | 
. Arm. How canſt thou part Sadneſs and Melancholy, | 
my tender Javen:le ? * nr . 
Meth. By a familiar Demonſtration of the working, my 
tough Signior. V 2 
m. Why tough. Sigrior, why tough Signior? 
Acth. Why tender Juvenile ? Why tender Juvenile? 


Arn. 
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Arm. I ſpoke it tender Juvenile, as a congruent Epi- 
theton, appertaining to thy young Days, which we may 
rominate tender. 

Meth. And | tough Signior, as an appertinent Title to 
your old time, which we may term tough. 

Arm, Pretty and apt. 

Mtb. How mean you, Sir, I pretty, and my Say ing apt ? 
or [ apt, and my Saying pretty? 

Arm. Thou pretty, becauſe little. ON 

Moth. Little pretty, becauſe little; wherefore apt? 

Arm. And therefore apt, becauſe quick. 

Meth. Speak youthisin my Praiſe, Maſter ? 

Arm. In thy condign Praiſe, 

Meth. I will praiſe an Eel with the ſame Praiſe. 

Arm. What? that an Bel is ingenious. 

Meth. That an Eel is quick. 

* l do ſay thou art quick in Anſwers, Thou heat'ił 
m OOGs 

Neth, I am anſwer'd, Sir. 

Arm. | love not to be croſt, | | 

Mot h. He ſpeaks the clean contrary, croſſes Love not him. 

Arm, Ihave promis'd to ſtudy three Years with theDuke. 

Mtb. You may do it man hour, Sir. 

Arm. Impoſſible. 

Meth, How many is one thrice told? 

Arm. L am ill at reckoning, it fits the Spirit ofa Tapſter. 
Meth. You are a Gentleman and a Gameſter. 

Arm. I confeſs both, they are both the Varniſh of a 
compleat Man, 

Meth. I ben I am ſure you know how much the grols: 
Sum af deuee ace amounts to. 

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two... 

Moth. Which the bale vulgar call three. 

Arm. True. 

Meth. Why, Sir, is this ſuch a Piece of Study? Nom 
here's three ſtudied ere you'll thrice wink; and bow eaſie 
it is to put Years to the Word three; and ſtudy three 
Years in two Words, the Dancing-horſe will tell you. 

Arm. A molt fine Figure; | 

Meth. To prove you a Cypher. 

Arm. I will hereupon conſeſs Jam in Love; and as it is 
baſe for a Soldier to Love; ſo am I in love with A — 
(2 Encn, 


Love, my dear Moth? - _ 
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Wench. If drawing my Sword againſt the Humour of Wy tbi 
Affection, would deliver me from the reprobate Thought Nor ſti 
of it, I would take Defire Priſoner, and ranfom him to 
any French Courtier for a new devis'd Curtſy. I think 
S:orn to ſigh, methinks I ſhould out-ſwerr Cupid, Com- 
fort me, Boy: What great Men have been in Love? 
Meth. Hercules, Maſter. k 4 

Arm. Moſt ſweet Hercules! More Authority, dear Boy, 
Name more; and ſweet my Child, let them be Men of 
good Repute and Carriage. q | 

Meth. Sampſen, Maſter, he was a Man of good Carri- 
age, great Carriage; for he carried the Town Gates on 
his Back like a Porter, and he was in Loye, * + 

Arm. O well knit Sampſon, ſtrong-jointed Sampſin;-l 
do excel thee in my Rapier, as much as thou did'ſt me in 
carying Gates. I am in Love too. Who was Sampſen's 


Meth. A Woman, Maſter, 
Arm. Of what Complection? 
Mcth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two, or one 
of the four. 
Arm, Tell me preciſely of what Complection? 
Moth. Ot the Sea-water Green, Sir. | 
Arm. Is that one of the four Complections? 
Meth. As I have read, Sir, and the beſt of them too. 
Arm. Green, indeed, is the Colour of Lovers; but to 
haye a Love ofthat Colour, methinks, Sampſon had ſmall 
Reaſon for it. He ſurely affected her for her. Wit. 
Mcth, It was ſo, Sir, ſhe had a Green Wit. | - 
Arm. My Love is moſt immaculate White and Red. 3 
M. th, Moſt immaculate Thoughts, Maſter, are mask d p 
under ſuch Colours. | | 
Arm. Define, Define, well educated Infant. . 
Meth, My Father's Wit, and my Mother's Tongue 
aſſiſt me, +4 
Arm. Sweet Inyocation of a Child, moſt pretty and 
pathetical. N 3X 
Meth. If ſhe be made of White and Red, 
Her Faults will ne'er be known; | 
For bluſhing Cheeks by Faults are bred, : 
And fears by pale white ſhown; - | C 
Then it ſhe tear, or be too blame, 
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y this you ſhall not know,, rie 

or ſtill her Cheeks poſſeſs the ſame, 4 1413+ 

ſbich native ſhe dath owe. | 

A — Rhime, Maſter, againſt che Reaſon of White, 
red. 

1 Is there not a Ballad, Boy, of the King and the 
ar 

1555 The World was guilty of ſuch a Ballad . 

hree Ages ſince, but I think now tis not to be found; or 

1 * were, it would neither ſerve for. the Ws BE 

he Tune. 

Arm, I will have that ſubje& newly wwrit o er that X 

nay example my digreſſion bx ſome hty Preſident;  / 

Boy, I do love — Country Ein dat took in the 

ark with the Rational Hind Ceſtard.; ſhe n 

rell. | 

— To be whipp' d, and yet a better Love than my . 

aſter. © 

Arm. Sing Boy, my Spirits grows heavy i in Love. 

Meth, And that's great Marvel, loving a light TR; 

Arm. I ſay ling. 

Mot b. Forbear till this Company be paſt. n 

Enter Coſtard, Dull, Jaquenetta and Maid. | 

Dull. Sir, the Duke's Pleaſure i is, that you keep, Ct ard 

ſaſe, and you muſt: let him take no Delight, nor no Pe- 

nance, but he muſt faſt three Days a Week; for this Dam-, 

el, I muſt keep her at the Park, the is allow'd for the... 

Day- woman. Fare you well. [Exits 

"aa =o betray my ſelf with bluſhing : Maid. | 
49, L 

Arm, 1 will viſit thee at the Lodge. ; 

Jag. That's here by. yd 25 

Arm, I know where it is ſituate. 

Lord how wile you are! 

Arm. I will tellthee Wonders, Tr 

Jag. With that Face ?. | 6 1 l Lad 

Arm, | love thee. 

Jag. Sol heard you ſay, 

Arm. And lo fare yel, 

Maid. Fair Weather after you, 

Come Jaquenetta, away. | L Zxeunt. 

Arm. Villain thou ſhalt faſt for thy Offence ere thou be 

pardoned, Ceſt * 


— 


14 Love's Labour's loft. 
Cn. Well, Sir, I hope, when I do it, I ſhall do it o 
a full Stomach, 
Arm. Thou ſhalt be heavily puniſtd. | 
Ct. I am more bound to you than your Fellows, ſot 
they are but lightly rewarded, 

Arm. Take away this Villain, ſhuthim up. 

Moth, Come you tranſgreſſing ſlave, away. ut 
; . Let me not be pent up, Sir, I will be faſt being i.” 

ooſe. 

Moth. No, Sir, that were faſt and looſe; thou ſhalt 
to Priſon. : | 

' Coſt. Well, if ever I do ſee the merry Days of Deſolatia 
that I have ſeen, fome ſhall ſee . 
Meth. What ſhall ſome ſee? 

Ct. Nay, nothing, Maſter Moth, but what they look 
upon. It is not for Priſoners to be ſilent in their Words, 
and therefore I will ſay nothing; I thank God, I have # 
little Patience as another Man, and therefore I can he 
quiet. [ Exit, 

Arm. ] do affect the very ground (which is baſe) where 
her Shoe (which is baſer) guided by her Foot (which is 
baſeſt) doth tread. I ſhall be forſworn, which is a great 
Argument of Falſhood, if I Love. And how can that be 
true Love, which is falſely attempted ? Love is a familiar, 
| Love is a Devil; there is no evil Angel but Love, het 
| JYampſon was ſo tempted, and he had an excellent Strength; 
yet was Solomon ſo ſeduced, and he had a very good Wit, 
Gupid's But-ſhaft is too hard for Hercules Club, and theres 
fore too much odds for a Spaniard's Rapier; the firſt and 
| ſecond Cauſe will not ſerve my turn; the Paſſado he reſpeds 
| not, the Duello he regards not; his<diſgrace is to be calld 
Boy; but his Glory is to ſubdue Men. Adieu V alour, 
l ruſt Rapier, be ſtill Drum, for your Manager is in Love; 
| ea, he loveth. Aſſiſt me ſome extemporal God of Rbime, WW T 
For I am ſure I ſhall turn Sonnet. Deviſe Wit, write Fes B. 
for I am for whole Volumes in Folio. | 


* 
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rr SCHEME. 


Enter the Princeſs of France, Roſaline, Maria, Catherine, 
Boyet, Lords, and other Attendants. | | 


det. | OW, Madam, ſummon up your deareſt Spirits, 
Conſider whom the — Father ſends; 

To whom he ſends, and what's his Embaſſy. | 

Your ſelf, held precious in the World's Eſteem, 

To parley with the ſole Inheritor 

Of all Perfections that a Man may owe, 

WW Matchleſs Navarre; the Plea of no leſs weight 

Tnan Aquitain, a Dowry for a Queen. 

"WW Be now as prodigal of all dear Grace, 

As nature was in making Graces dear, 

When ſhe did ſtarve the general World beſide, 

And prodigalty — them all to you. : 

Prin. ord Bet, my Beauty though but mcany 
Need not the painted flouriſh of your Praiſe 3 
Beauty is bought by Judgment of the Eye, 

Not utter'd by baſe Sale of Chapmens Tongues. 

Tam leſs proud to hear you tell my Worth, 

Than you much willing to be counted wiſe, | 

In ſpending thus your Wit in Praiſe of mine. 

But now to task the tasker; good Boyet, 

You are not ignorant, all-telling Fame 

Doth noiſe abroad. Navarre hath made a Vow, 

Till painful Study hall out-wear three Years, 

No Woman may approach his ſilent Court; 

Therefore to us ſeemeth it a needfal courſe, 

Before we enter his forbidden Gates, | 

To know his Pleaſure; and in that behalf, 

Bold of your Worthineſs, we ſingle you 

As our beſt moving fair Sollicitor. 

Tell him the Daughter of the King of France, 

On ſerious Buſinels, eraving quick Diſpateh, 

Importunes perſonal Conference with his Gracz, | 
Halle, ſignie ſo much, while we attend. 
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Like humble viſag'd Suitors, his high Will. 
| Byyet: Proud of Employment willingly. I go. [Ex l, 
Prin. All Pride is willing Pride, and yours is ſo; 
Who are the Votaries, my loving Lords 
That are vow-Fellows to this virtuous Duke " 
Tor. Lingavile is one. 
Prin. Know you the Man? ä 
Mar. I knew him, Madam, at a Marriage Feaſt, 
Between Lord Perigert, and the beauteous Heir 
Ot Jaques Faulconbriqge lolemnized, © * 5m. 
In Normandy ſaw 1 this Longavile, | 
A Man of Sovereign Parts he is eſteem'd; 
Well fitted in the Arts, glorious in Arms, 
Nothing becomes him ill that he would well, 
The only Soil of his fair Virtue's Gloſs, 
It Virtue's Gloſs will tain with any Soil,) 
s a ſharp Wit match'd with too blunt a Will; 
Whole Edge hath Power to cut, whoſe Will till wills 
It ſhould ſpare none that come within his Power. 
Prin. Some merry-mocking Lord belike, is t ſo? 
Mar. They ſay fe moſt, that moſt his Humours know, 
Prin. Such ſhort-liv d Wits do wither as they grow. 
Who are the reſt ? | X a 
Cath, The young Dumain, a well accompliſh'd Youth, 
Of all that Virtue love, for Virtue lov'd. 
Moſt Power to do moſt harm, leaſt knowing ill; 
For he hath Wit to make an ill-ſhape good, 
And Shape to win Grace, tho' he had no Wit. 
I ſaw him at the Duke of Alanzon 's once, 
And much too little of that Good I ſaw, 
Is my Report to his great Worthineſs. | 
Re. Another of theſe Students at that time, 
Was there with him, as I have heard a Truth: 
Biron they call him: but a merrier Man, 
Within the Limit of becoming Mirth, 
I never ſpent an Hour's Talk withal. 
His Eyes . occaſion for Wit, 
For every Object that the one doth catch, 
The other turns to a Mirth- moving Jeſt. 
Which his fair Tongue (Conceit's Expoſitor). 
Delivers in ſuch apt and gracious Words, 
That aged Years play Truant to his Jales, 


Love's Labour's loſt. 17 

ad younger Hearings are quite raviſhed : * | 

„ 1 valuable fs th Feb | 
Prin. God bleſs my Lad ies, are they all in love, 

That every one her own hath garniſhed, A. 

Nith ſuch bedecking Ornaments of Praiſe? 

Mar. Here comes Beet. 

| Enter Boyet. ; 

Prin. Now, what Admittance, Lord? | 

Biyet. Navarre had Notice of your fair Approach; 

\nd he and his Competitors in Oath, | 

ere all addreſt to meet you, gentle Lady, 

Before I came : Marry thus I have learnt, 

He rather means to lodge you in the Field, 

ike one that comes here to beſiege his Court, 

han ſeek a Diſpenſation for his Bath, 

o let you enter his unpzopled Houſe. ' 

Here comes Navarre. 

Enter the King, Ah Dumain, Biron, and Atten- 

an's. | 

King. Fair Princeſs, welcome to the Court of Navarre. 
Prin. Fair I give you back again, and welcome I have 

not yet: The Roof of this Court is too high to be yours, 

and welcome to the wide Fields, too baſe to bz mine, 
King. You ſhall be welcome, Madam, to my Court. 
Prin, I will be welcome then; conduR me thither. 
King, Hear me, dear Lady, i have ſworn an Oath. 
Prin, Our Lady help my Lord, he'll be forſworn. 
King. Not for the World, fair Madam, by my Will. 
Trin. Why, will ſhall break its will, and nothing elle, 
King, Your Ladyſhip is ignorant what it is. : 
Prin, Were my Lord ſo, his Ignorance were wile, 

Where now his Knowledge muſt prove Ignorance, - 

hear your Grace hath ſworn out Houſe-keeping : 

Tis deadly Sin to keep that Oath, my Lord: 

And Sin to break it. | Ray OILY 

But pardon me, I am too ſudden bold, | 

To teach a Teacher ill beſeemeth me; pe: 

Vuuchſafe to read the Purpoſe of my coming, TY, 

And ſuddenly reſolve me in my Suit. | 122 
King, Madam, I will, iffuddenly I may. 
Prin. You will the ſooner that I were away, 

For you'll prove perjur'd if you make me tay. - 


* 
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Biron. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 
Roſa. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 

- Biron, I know you did, 

Roſa. How needleſs was it then to ask the Queſtion? 
Biron. Y ou muſt not be ſo quick. 

Reſa. Tis long of you that ipur me with ſuch Queſtions, 
Biron. Your Wit'stoo hot, it ſpeeds too faſt, twill tin. 
Roſa. Not till it leave the Rider in the Mire. 
Brron, What Time a Day? | 

R:/a. The Hour that Fools ſhould ask. 

Biren. Now Fair befall your Mask. 

Roſa. Fair fall the Face it covers. 

Bron, And (end you many Lovers. 

Roſa. Amen, ſo you be none. 

Biron. Nay then will I be gone, - | 
King. Madam, your Father here doth intimate 

The Payment of a hundred thouſand Crowns; 

Being but th' one half of an intire Sum, 

Disburſed by my Fatber in his Wars. 

But ſay that he, or we, as neither have, 

Receiv d that Sum; yet there remains unpaid 

A hund red thouſand more; in Surety of the which, 

One part of Aquitazn is bound to us, 

Although not yalu'd tothe Money's worth. 

If then the King your Father will reſtore 

But that one Halt which is unſatisſy d, 

We will give up our Right in Aquzitain, 

And hold fair Priendibop with tas Ma'eſty : 

But that it ſeems he little purpoſeth, 

For here he doth demand to have repaid + 

An hundred thouſand Crowns, and not remembers 

One Payment of an hundred thouſand Crowns, 

To have his Title live in Aguitain; 

Which we much rather had depart withal, 

And have the Money by our Father lent, 

Than Aquitain, ſo guelded as it is. 

Dear Princeſs, were not his 1 ſo far 

From Reaſon's yielding, your fair ſelf ſhould make, 

A yielding gainſt ſome Reaſon in my Breaſt, 

And go well ſatisfied to France again. | 
Prin. You do the King my Father too much Wrong, 

And wrong the Reputation of your Name, 
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ſo unſeeming to confeſs Receipt | 
f that which kath ſo faithfully been paid. 
ng. I do proteſt I never heard of it; 
ad i uu prove it, I'll repay it back, 
Ir yield up Aguitain. 
Prin, We arreſt your Word: 
det, you can produce Acquittances . 
'or ſuch a Sum, from ſpecial Oſkcers 
{ Charles his Father. 
King. Satisſie me ſo. i | 
Beet. So pleaſe your Grace, the Packet is not co me, 
here that and other Specialties are bound: 
o Morrow you ſhall have a Sight of them. 
King. It ſhall ſufhce me; at which Interview, 
(1] liberal Reaſon would 1 yield unto: 
Mean time receive ſuch welcome at my Hand, 
s Honour, without Breach of Honour may 
Make tender of, to thy true Worthinels, 
You may not come, fair Princeſs, in my Gates, 
But here without you ſhall be ſo receiv d, . 
As you ſhall deem your ſelf lodg'd in my Heart, 
bo ſo deny d farther Harbour in my Houſe: - 
Your own good Thoughts excuſe me, and farewel; 
To Morrow we ſhall viſat you again. | 
Prin, Sweet Health and fair Deſires comfort your Grace. 
King. Thy own Wiſh, wiſh I thee, in every Place. LExit. 
Firon. Lady, I will commend you to my own Heart. 
R/ſa. Pray you do my Commendations z h ' 
| would be glad to ſee it. 
Biron, I would you heard it groan, 
Reſa. Is the Soul ſick? 
Biron. Sick at the Heart. 
Reſa. Alack, let it Blood, 
Biron, Would that do it good ? 
Riſa, My Phyſick ſays ay. 
Birun. Will you prick't with your Eye. 
Roſa, No pojnt, with my Knife. 
Biren. Now God ſave thy Life. 5 
Reſa, And yours from long living. : 
Biren. I cannot ſtay Thankſgiving. [Exzte, 


3 Enter Dumain. * 
Dum. Sir, I pray you a Word; What Lady is that 2 
＋ | | it off. 


— 


\ 


To deſire that were a Sbame. 


* 


She is an Heir of Faulconbridge. 


By the Heart's till Rhetorick, diſcloſed with Eyes) 
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Dum. A fallant Lady; Monſieur fare you well. [ Exit, 


She is a moſt ſweet Lady. 


This Civil War of Wits were much better us d | 
On Navarre and his Book-Men; for here tis abus d. 


— 


Biron. The Heir of Alanſen, Roſaline her Name. * 


Enter Longavile. 
Teng. I beſeech you a Word: What is ſhe in white? | 
Boyet. A Woman ſometimes, if you ſaw her in the Light, . B. 
Long. Perchance Light in the Light: I deſire her Name, Io * 
Boyet. She hath butone for her elf; His 


* 


Long. Pray you Sir, whole Daughter ? 
Bojet. Her Mother's, I have heard. 
Zeng. God's Bleſſing on your Beard. 
Boyet. Good Sir, be not offended. 


Leng. Nay, my Choller is ended : | ? 


Heyet. Not unlike Sir, that may be. [_ Exit Long, Die 

Enter Biron. Hi 
Biron. What's her Name in the Cap? 2. 
Boyet. Katherine by good hap. 11 
Buren. Is ſhe wedded or no? | An 
. Boyet. To her Will, Sir, or ſo. 
Biron, You are welcome Sir : Adieu. Exit Biron, 
Beyet.' Farewel to me Sir, and welcome to you. I 


Mar. That laſt is Biren, the merry Mad-cap Lord; B, 


Not a Word with him but a Jeſt. 


Beyet. And every Jeſt but a Word. FR fy 


Prin. It was well done of you to take him at his word, 6 
Sqet. 1 was as willing to grapple as he was to board. 


Mar. Two hot Sbeeps, marry; 
Beyet. And wherefore not Ships? | . 


No Sheep (ſweet Lamb) unleſs we feed on your Lips. 


Mar. You Sheep, and I Paſture; ſhall that finiſh the ſeſt: 
Beyet. So you grant Paſture for me. 
Mar. Not fo, gentle Beaſt; 


My Lips are no common, though ſeveral they be. 


Beyet. Belonging to whom? 

Mar. To my Fortunes and me. s 

Prin. Good Wits will be jangling; but Gentles agree, 
Beyet. If my Obſervation (which very ſeldom lyes, 


Deceive 


Neceive me not now, Navarre is infected. 
Prin, With what 2. 1 WW.” WW 
Beyet, With that which we Lovers intitle affected. 
Prip. YourReqbe?, 2 7 1 fer 
Beet. Why all his Behaviours do make their Retire 
To the Court of his Eye, peeping thorough Deſire: 
His Heart like an Agat with your Print impreſſed ; 
Proud with his Form, in his Eye Pride expreſſed: 
His Tongue all impatient to [peak and not ſee, 
Did tumble wigh haſte in his Eye- ſight to be: 
all Senſes to that Senſe did made their Repair, 
To ſeel only * Faireſt of fair; 8 
Methought all his Senſes were lock d in his Eye, 
ks Jewels in Chryſtai for ſome Prince to bu: 
Who tendring their own Worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you paſt. glaſt, 
His Faces own Margent did quote ſuch Amazes, - 
That all Eyes ſaw his Eyes inchanted with Gazes: 
ll give you Aquitain, and all that is his, | | 
And you give him for my ſake but one loving Kits, 
Prin. Come to our Pavillion, Boyet is diſpas'd. 


Beyet. But to ſpeak that in Words which his Eye hath 


= 
— - 


I only have made a Mouth of his Eye, [ diſclos'd; 


By adding a Tongne which I know will not lie, 
; Roſa. 1 hou art an old Love- monger, and ſpeakeſt skil- 
ully. | 
8 5 He is Cupid's Grandfather, and learns News of 
Im. 1 8 

Roſa. Then was Venus like her Mother, for her Father 
is but grim. 

Bojet. Do you hear, my mad Wenches ? 

Mar. No. 1 

Beyet. What then, do you ſee? 

Riſa. Ay, our way to be gone. 

Beyet. You are too hard for me, [ Exeunt. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter Armado and Moth, 
be 


Arm. Arble Child, make paſſionate my Senſe 
. hearing. o 

Moth, Concolinel, come 

Arm. Sweet Air; go Tenderneſs of Years; take tl 
Key, give Inlargement to the Swain; bring him feſtinate 
bither: I muſt imploy him in a Letter to my Love. 

Met h. Will you win your Love with a French Bray]? 

Arm. How mean'ſt thou, 28 in French, 

Mtb. No my compleat Maſter, but to Jig off a Ty 
at the Tongue's End, canary to it with the Feet, hum 
it with turning up your Eye; figh a Note and fing 
Note, ſometimes through the Throat: If you ſwallow 
Love with Singing, love ſometime through the Noſe, ; 
if yay ſnuſt up Love by {melling Love, with your H 
Penthouſe-like o'er the Shop of your Eyes, with youll 
Arms croſt on your thinbelly Doublet, (like a Rabbet « 
a Spit) or your Hands in your Pocket, like a Man aft 
the old Painting, and keep not too long in one Tune, 
a Ship and away: Theſe are Complements, theſe are Hy 
mours, theſe betray nice Wenches that would be betray! 
without theſe, and make them Men of Note: Do yt 
note, Men that moſt are affected to thele ? 

Arm. How haſt thou purchas'd this Experience? 

Moth, By my Pen of Obſervation. 

Arm. But Oh, but O | 

Met h. The Hobby-horſe is forgot. 

Arm. Call'ſt thou my Love Hobby-horſe. | 

Mcth. No, Maſter, the Hobby-Hotle is but a Colt, ani 
your Love perhaps a Hackney : 

But have you forgot your Love ? 

Arm. Almoſt 1 had, 

Math. ou, hay Student, learn her by heart, | 

Arm. By heart, and in heart, Boy. | i 

Adeth, And out of Heart, Maſter: All thoſe three | wine 

prove, : A 


\ 
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Arm. What wilt thou prove? | 
all Mb. A Man, it I live (and this) by, in, and without 
pon the Inſtant: In Heart { peu love her, becauſe your 
art is in love with her; and out of Heart you love her, 
ring out of Heart that you cannot enjoy her. 
Arm. I am all theſe three. 
8 And three Times as much more; and yet yothing 
all. 
un. Fetch hither the Swain, he muſt carry me a 
tter. | 
Meth. A Meſſage well ſimpathiz'd; a Horſe to be Em- 
aſſador for an Aſs, 
Arm. Ha, ha; what ſay ſt thou? 
Meth. Marry Sir, you muſt ſend theAſs upon the Horſe, 
br he is very flow gated: But I go. 
Arm. The way is but ſhort; away, 
Meth. As ſwift as Lead, Sir. 
Arm. Thy Meaning, pretty Ingenious? is not Leal a 
Metal heavy, dull and flow ? 
Meth, Minime honeſt Maſter, or rather Maſter no. 
Arm, I ſay Lead is flow. | 
Mtb. Youare too ſwift Sir, to ſay fo. | 
ui that Lead flow, Sir, which is fir d from a Gun? 
m. Sweet Smoak of Rhetorick 
e reputes me a Cannon, and the Ballet that's he: 
ue ſhoot thee at the Swain. | | 
Meth. Thump then, and I fly. [ Ext. 
un. A moſt acute Juvenile, voluble and free of Grace; 
By thy Favour ſweet Welkin, I muſt ſigh in thy Face. 
Moſt rude Melancholy, Valour givesthee Place. 
My Herald is return'd. 5 . 


Enter Moth and Coſtard. 
Moth. A Wonder, Maſter, here's a Caſtard broken in a 


Shin, 

Arm, Some Enigma, ſome Riddle, no Zenvey, begin. 

Cot. No Egma, no Riddle, no Zenvoy, no Slave, in 
the Male, Sir. O Sir, Plantan, a plain Plantan; no Len- 
wy, no Lenvey, or Salve, Sir, but Plantan. 

Arm. By Vertue thou inforceſt Laughter, thy filly ' 
Ml hought, my Spleen, the heaving of my Lungs provokes 
Wine to ridiculous Smiling: O pardon me my Stars, "_ 
= t 


* 
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U 


fire more? 


Thus came your Argument in; 
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the inoonſiderate take Salve for Leuvey, 
Lenvoy fora Save? 
' Mith, Do the Wiſe think them other, is not Lenuy 
SUFS ful po rates? ina tho bog cad dikes 1 1 - UN 
Arm. No Page, it is an Epilogue or Diſcourſe, to mal 
Some obſcure Precedence that, hath tofore been fain, 
Now will, begin your:Morgl, and do you follow with 
my Jena. r 
The Fox, the Ape; and the Humble-bee, 
„ Mere ſtill at odds, being: tut three. 
Matb. Until the Gooſe came out of Door, 
Stay ing the odds by adding four, | 
A good Lenvey, ending in the Gooſe ; would you de. 


Coſt, TheBoy hath ſold him aBargain, aGooſe that's fla 
ir your penny-worth is good, and your Gooſe be tat. 
To ſell a Bargain well is as cunning as faſt and looſe, 
Let me ſee a tat Lenvoy, I that's a tat Goole, 
Arm. Come hither,” come hither z 
How did this Argument begin? 
Mtb. By ſaying that a Card was broken in a Shin. 
Then call'd you for. a Lenvoy, h | 
Cot.” True, and I fora Plantan; 


Then the Boys fat Lenvey, the Gooſe that you bought, 
And He ended the Market. | 
Arm. But tell me; how was there a Caſtard broken u 
LES tr Toe ey a 
Meth, L will tell you ſenſibly. 
Cat. Thou haſt no feeling of „ Mtb, 
J will ſpeak that Len. 
I Ciftard running out, that was ſafely within, 
Fell over the Threſhold, and broke my Shin, 
Arm. We will talk no more of this Matter. 
Coſt. Till there be more Matter in the Shin. 
Arm. Sirrah, Caſtard, I will infranchile thee, 
Ct. O, Marry me to one Francis, I ſmell ſome Tem WM An 
ſome Goole in this. WI 
Arm. By my ſweet Soul, I mean ſetting thee at Liber WM An 
ty. Enfreedoming thy Perſon; thou wert immur'd, te- An 
ſtrained, captivated, bound, | : Th 
Coft, True, true, and now you will be my Purgation, Wl 
and let me looſe, | An * 
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Arm. 1 give thee thy Liberty, ſet thee from durance, 

nd in lieu thereof, 5 on thee nothing but this; beat 
Oo 


tis ſignificant to the Country-Maid Faquenetta ; there is 
temuncration, for the beſt ward of mine Honours is re- 


arding my Dependants. Meth, follow. Exit. 
Meth. Like the Sequel I, 
Sznior Coſlard adieu. [ Exits 


Cf. My ſweet Ounce of Man's Fleſh, my in-cony Jews * 
Now will I look to his Remuneration. 
Remuneration, O, that's the Latin Word for three Far- 
dings: Three Farthings Remuneration, What's che Price 
of this Irele? a Fenny, No, I'll give you a Remuneras- ' 
ton: Why ? It carries its Remuneration: Why? It is a 
airer Name than a French-Croun. I will never buy 
ud ſell out of this Word, 
Enter Biton. 
Biren, O my good K nave Coftard, exceedingly well met. 
Git. Pray you Sir, how much Carnation Ribbon may 
Man buy for a Remuneration ?- 
oa What .. a Remuneration ? | 
C. Marry Sir, halt-penny Farthing. —— 
os O, why then —— worth of Silk. 
Coff, I thank your Worſhip, God be with you. 
Biron. O ſtay Slave, I muſt employ thee: 
As thou wilt win my Favour, my good Knave, 
Do one thing for me that I ſhall intreat, 
Cot. When would you have it done, Sir? 
Biron. O this Afternoon. 
Cot, Well, I will do it Sir: Fare you well, 
Biron. O thou knoweſt not what it is. 
Ct. 1 ſhall know, Sir, when | have done it. 
Biron, Why Villain thou muſt know firſt, 
Coſt. I will come to your Worſhip to Morrow Morning. 
Biren. It muſt be done this Atternoon. , 
Hark Slave, it is but this: 
The Princeſs comes to hunt here in the Park: 
And in her Train there is a gentle Lady; 
When Tongues ſpeak ſweetly, then they name her Name, 
And Roſaline they call ber; ask for her, 
And to her white Hand ſee thou do commend 
This ſeal d up Counſel, There's thy Guerdon ; go. 
Cf. Guerdon, O ſweet Guerdon, better than Remu- 
6 B neration, 


| =? a Night-watch Conſtable, 
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neration, eleven Pence Farthing better: Moſt ſweet Guer. 
don. I will doit, Sir, in Print, Guerdon, Remuneration, 


| | Exit, 
Biren. O! and l forſooth in Love, 0 
I that have been Love's Whip; 
A very Beadle to a humerous Sigh : A Critick ; 


A domineering Pedant o'er the Boy, 

Than whom no Mortal more magnificent. 

This whimpled, whining, purblind wayward Boy, 
This Signior Juno s Giant Dwarf, Don Crpid, 
Regent of Love-rimes, Lord of folded Arms, 

Th anointed Sovereign of Sighs and Groans : 
Liege of all Loyterers,. and Malecontents : 

Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Cod pieces. 
Sole Imperator, and Great General 

Of trotting Parators(O my little Heart!) 

Ana I to be a Corporal of his Field, 

And wear his Colours like a Tumbler's Hoop! 
What? I love! Iſue! I ſcek a Wife, 

A Woman, that islike a German Clock, 

Still a repairing; ever out of Frame, 

And never going aright, being but a Watch, 

But e that it may ſtill go right. 
Nay, to be perjur d, which is worſt of all: 

And among three, to love the worſt of all, 

A whitely Wanton with a Velvet Brow, 

With two pitch Balls ſtuck in her Face for Eyes, 
Ay, and by Heav'n, one that will do the Dced, 
Tho' Argus were her Eunuch and her Guard; 

Ard I to ſigh for her! to watch for her 

To pray for her! go too: It is a Plague 

That Cupid will impoſe for my negle& 

Ot his almighty, dreadful, little Might. 

Well, I will love, write, figh, pray, ſuc and groan, 
Some Men muſt love my Lady, and ſome Nn. { Exit 
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wer the Princeſs, Roſaline, Maria, Catherine, Lords, 
Attendants, and a Fereſter, | 


ins AS that the King that ſpur'd his Horſe ſo hard 
Againſt the ſteepupriſing of the Hill? 
Bet. 1 know not, but I think it was not he. 
Prin, Who cer he was, he ſhew'd'a mounting Mind. 
ell Lords, to Day we ſhall have our diſpatch, 
n Saturday we will return to France. 
hen Foreſt.r, my Friend, where is the Buſh 
hat we muſt ſtand and play the Murtherer in? 
Fir. Hereby upon the edge of yonder Coppice, 
ſtand where you may make the faireſt ſhoot. 
Prin. I thank my Beauty, I am fair that ſhoot, 
d thereupon thou ſpeak ſt the faireſt ſhoot. 
Fir, Pardon me, for I meant not ſo, ; 
rin, What, what? Firſt praiſe me, then again ay no. 
ſhort-liv'd Pride! Not Fair ? alack for wo! 
fir, Yes Madam, Fair, 
Prin. Nay, never paint me now, 
dere Fair is not, Praiſe cannot mend the Brow. 
ere, good my Glaſs, take this for telling true 
ir Payment for foul Words is more than due. 
Fir, Nothing but Fair is that which yy inherit. 
Prin, Sce, ſee, my Beauty will bz ſav'd by Merit. 
Hereſie in fair, fit for theſe Da) z, 
giving Hand, though faul, ſhall have fair Prai'e, 
come, the Bow; now Mercy goes to kill, 
L ſhooting well, is then accounted ill. 
ws will I ſave my Credit in the ſhoot, 
t woundirg, Pity would not let me do't: 
ounding, then it was to new my Skill, 
at more for Praiſe than Purpoſe meant to kill. 
L out of Queſtion, ſo it is ſom: times, 
ry grows guilty of deteſted Crimes, 
den for Fame's ſake to praiſe an outward T ait, 
bend to that, the ws of the Heart, 4 
2 5 
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As I for Praiſe alone no ſeek to ſpill 
The poor Deer's Blood, that my Heart means no Ill, 

Bozet, Do rot curſt Wives hold that ſel-lovereignty 
Only for Praiſe ſake, when they ſtrive to be 
Lords o'er their Lords ? Eo 

Prin, Only for Praiſe, and Praiſe we may afford 
To any Lady that ſubdues her Lord, 

| Enter Coſtard. 

Byet. Here comes a Member of the Common-wealth, 

12 . God dig - you- den all, pray you which is the bea 
y? 

Prin, Thou ſhalt know her, Fellow, by the reſt thy 
have no Heads. 

ct. Which is the greateſt Lady, the higheſt ? 
Prin. The thickeſt and the talleſt, 

C:ft. The thickeſt and the talleſt ? It is ſo, truth is try 
And your Waſte, Miſtrels, were as ſlender as my Wit, 
One a theſe Maids Girdles for your Waſte ſhould be ft, 
Are not you the chief Woman? You arethe thickeſt he 

Prin, What's your will, Sir ? what's your will ? dub 

Ct. I have a Letter from Monſieur Biren, _ 
To one Lady Roſaline. 

Prin. O thy Letter, thy Letter : He's a good Fi p. 


Stand aſide, good Bearer, (of miu p, 
Boyet, you can carve, Lett 
Break up this Capon. | n 

Beyet. I am bound to ſerve. | PB 
This Letter is miſtook, it importeth none here; Pr 
It is writ to Jaquenetta. B 

Prin, We will read it, I ſwear. AP 


Break the Neck of the Wax, and every one give Ear. 
Boyet reads. 


Y Heaven, that thou art Fair, is moſt infallible; in T4 

that thcu art Beauteous; I ruth it ſelf that thoua C 
Lovely; more fairer than Fair, beautiful than Beauteu p 
truer than Truth it ſelf; have Commileration on thy! G 
roical Vaflal, the magnanimous and moſt illuſtrate k 7 
Ciphetua fer Eye upon the pernicious and indubit 0 
Brggar Zenelophen; and he it was that might righti/ f To 


Vini, vidi, vici; which to Anatomize in the Vulgar, |\ 
bale and obſcure Vulgar!) Videlicet, he came, law 1 
oycrcame; he cams one, law two, overcame q 
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ho came? the King. Why did he come? to ſee, Why 
zd be fee? to overcome. To whom came he? to the 
geggar. What ſaw he? the Beggar. Whoovercame he? 
he Beggar. The Concluſion is Victory; On whoſe fide ? 
the King's; the Captive is inrich'd: On whole ſide? the 
beggar's. T he Cataſtrophe is a Nuptial : On whoſe fide? 
he King's? No, on both in one, or one in both: I am 
the King, (for ſo ſtands che Compariſon) thou the Beggar, 
or ſo witnefſeth thy Lowlineſs, Shall I command thy 
Love? I may. Shall I enforce thy Love? I could. Shall 
I entreat thy Love? I will. What ſhalt thou exchange 
or Rags? Robes; for Tittles? Titles; for thy ſelf? 
me. Thus expecting thy Reply, I prophane my Lips on 
thy Foot, my Eyes on thy Picture, and my Heart on thy 
every Part. 


Thine in the deareſi deſign of Induſtry. 
Don Adriana de Armado. 


Thus doſt thou near the Nemean Lion roar 

'Gainſt thee thou Lamb, that ſtandeſt as his Prey: 
Submiſſive fall his p-incely Feet before, 

And he from Forage will incline to play. 

But if thou'ſtrive (poor Soul) what art thou then? 

Focd for his Rage, Repaſture for his Den. 

Prin. What Plume of Feather is he that indited this 
Letter? what Vane? what weathercock? Did you ever 
bear better ? 

Beyet. I am much deceived, but I remember the Stile. 

Prin, Elſe your Memory is bad, going o'er it ere while, 

Beet. This Ar made is aSpantard that keeps here inCourt, 
A Phantaſme, a Monarcho, and one that makes Sport 
To the Prince and his Book-mates, 

Prin. Thou Fellow, a word. 

Who gave thee this Letter? , 

C. I told you, my Lord. 

Prin. To whom ſhould'ſt thou give it? 

Cit, From my Lord to my Lady. | 

Prin From which Lord to which Lady ? 

Coſt. From my Lord Berown, a good Maſter of mine, 
Toa Lady of France that he call'd Roſaline. 

B 3 Prin, 


Wench, as touching the hit it. 
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Prin. Thou haſt miſtaken his Letter. Comel.ordsamy 
Here Sweet, put up this, t will bs thine another Day, 


— 
Ser. Who is the Shooter ? who is the Shoot = 
Reſa. Shall I teach you to know? G 


Bget. Ay, my Continent of Beauty. 7 
ReyJa. Why ſbe that bears the Bow. Finely put. of, 2 
Bget. My Lady goes to kill Horns; but if thou mary, Whe 
Hang me by the Neck, if Horns that Year miſcarry, 
Finely put on. 


Reoja., Well then, 1 am the Shooter. 5 y 
Heyet. And who is your Deer? 101 


R.ſa. If we chuſe by Horns, your ſelf; come not n&, 
Finely put on indeed, And 

Mar. You ſtill wrangle with her, Beyet, and ſheftrikaifl an 
at the Brow. 

Boyet. But ſhe her ſelf is hit lower. 

Have I hit her now? 

Roſa, Shall I come upon thee with an old Saying, that 
was a Man when King Pippin of France was A little Eoy, 
as touching the hit it. 

Beyet. So | may anſwer thee with one as old, that wa 
a Woman, when Queen Guinover of Britain was à litt 


Reſa. Thou can'ſt not hit it, hit it, hit it. 
Thou can'ſt not hit it, my good Man, 
Bet. I cannot, cannot, cannot. : 
And I cannot another can. Exit Rola. 
Co, By my troth moſt pleaſant, how both did fit it, 
b Mar. A Mark marvellous well ſhot : for they both did 
it it. | 
Beyet. A Mark, O mark but that Mark! a Mark, fas 
my Lady. | 
Ls the Mark have a Prick in't, to meet at, if it niay be, 
Aa. Wide oth bow Hand, i'faith your Hand is out. 
Ce}. Indeed a'muſt ſhoot nearer, or he'll ne'er hit the 
Clout. 


Byet, And if my Hand be out, then belike your Hand 
is in. | 

| = Goff, Then will the get the upſhot by cleaving the Pin. i | 

Mar. Come, come, you talk greaſiſy, your Lips grow ? 


Cl, 


foul. 
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C4, She's too hard for vau at Pricks, Sir, challenge 
her to bowl. 

Peyet.1 fear too much rubhing,good night, my good Owl. 

CM. By my Soul a Swain, a moſt ſimple Clown, 
Lord, Lord! how the Ladies and | have put him down 
O' my troth moſt ſweet Jeſts, moſt incony vulgar Wit, 
When r. _ ſmoothly off, ſo obſcenely, as it were, 

O It, 
Armado o'th' one ſide, O a moſt dainty Man, 

To lee him walk before a Lady, and to bear her Fan, 
Tolee _ kils his Hand, and how mot ſweetly he will 
wear 2 

And bis Page o' t'other ſide, that handful of Wit, 
Ah Heav'ns! it is a molt pathetical Nit. a 
Sowla, Sowla ! | [ Exeunt. 
Shout within. 
Enter Pull, Holofernes, and Nathaniel, 

Nath, Very reverent Sport truly, and done in the Te- 
ſtimony of a good Conſcience. 

Hel. The Deer was (as you know) ſanguis in Blood? 
rip? as a Pomwater, who now hangeth like a Jewel in the 
Ear of Cælo the Sky, the Welkin, the Heav'n, and a- 
hon falleth like a Crab on the Face of Terra, the Soil, the 
Land, the Earth. 

Nath. Truly Maſter Holofernes, the Epithetes are ſweet- 
ly varied like a Scholar at the leaſt: But, Sir, I aſſure ze, 
it was a Buck of the firſt Head. 

Hol. Sir Nathaniel, haud cred). 

Dull. I was not a haud credo, twas a Pricket. 

Hol. Moſt barbarous Intimation; yet a kind of Infinu- 
ation, as it were ia via, in way of Explication facere, as 
it were Replication, or rather Olentare, to ſhow as it 
were his Inclination after his undrefſed, unpoliſhed, un- 
educated, unpruned, untrained, or rather unlettered, or 
tathereſt unconfirmed Faſhion, to inſert again my haud 
credo for a Deer, . 


, Dull. | ſaid the Deer was not a baud credo, twas a 
ricket. 1 
Hol. Twice ſod Simplicity, bis coſtus; O thou Monſter 
Ignorance, how deformed doſt thou look? 
Nath, Sir, he hath never fed on the Dainties that are 
bred in a Book. \ 
B 4 He 
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He bath not eat Paper as it were; 

He hath not drunk Ink. 2 

His Intelle& is not repleniſhed, he is only an Animal, «». 
ly ſenſible in the duller parts; and fuch barren Plants at 
iet before us, that we thankful ſhould be; which we 
taſte, and feeling, are for thoſe Parts that do fruike in 
us more than he, | 

For as it would il] become me to be vain, indiſcreet, or 


Fool; 1 

So „ a Patch ſet on Learning, to ſee him in: ; 
chool. Wil 

But eme bene ſay I, being of an old Father's Mind, 
Many can brook the Weather, that love not the Wind, MW ifh 
Dull. You two are Book men; Can you tell by you jea 
Wit, what was a Month old at Cazus Birth, that's not we are 
Weeks old as yet ? | W. 
Hol. Did inna Good- man Da, Dictinna Good - man Dal. Oc 
Dull. What is Diddinna? cut 


Natb. A Title to Phebe, to Luna, to the Moon. | 

Hol. The Moon was a Month old when Adam was o pa 

more. the 

And wrought not to five Weeks when he came to fiveſcore Þ go 
Th Alluſion holds in the Exchange. 

Dull, Tis true indeed, the Colluſion holds in the Ex-M xy: 


ange. | = 
Hil. God comfort thy Capacity, I ſay the Alluſion holds MW Fe 
in the Exchange. X 
Dull. And I ſay the Pollution ho'ds in the Exchange? 
for the Moon is never but a Month old; and I fay belide 
t was a Pricket that the Princeſs killd. | 
Hel. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal Epitaph 
on the Death of the Deer, and to humour the Ignorans il 2 
I bave call'd the Deer the Princels kill'd a Pricket. 
Nath, Perge good Maſter Helofernes, Perge, ſo it hal ce 
pleaſe you to abrogate Scurrility, : er 
Hol. I will ſomething affect the Letter, for it argus 
Facility. 


The praiſeſul Princeſs piere'd and prickt 
a pretty pleaſing Pricket. 
- Some ſay @ Sire, but not a Sore, n 
| till now made ſore with ſbocting 
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The Dogs did yell, put Ell to Sore, 
then Sorrel jumps from Thicket ; 
Or Pricket-ſore, or elſe Sorell, 
the People fall a brot ing. 
1f Sore be Sore, then Ell to Se, 
make fiſty Sores, O Sorel!) 
Of one Sore [an hundred make, 
by adding but ene more L. 

Nath. A rare Talent, 

Dull, If a Talent be a Claw, look how he claws him 
with a Talent, 

Hol. This is a Gift that I have, ſimple, ſimple; fool- 
iſh extravagant Spirit, full of Forms, Figures, Shapes, Ob- 
jects, Ideas, Apprehenſions, Motions, Revolutions. Theſe 
are begot in the Ventricle of Memory, nouriſh'd in the 
Womb of Pia mater, and deliver'd upon the mellowing of 
Occaſion; but the Gift is good in thoſe in whom it is a- 
cute, and I am thankful for it. 

Nath. Sir, I praiſe the Lord for you, and ſo may my 
Pariſhioners, for their Sons are well tutor'd by you, and 
their Daughters profit very greatly under you; you are a 
good Member of the Common · wealth. 

Hol. Me hercle, If their Sons be ingenuous, they ſhall 
want no Inſtruction: If their Daughters be capable, I will 
put it to them. But Vir ſapit, qui pauca loquitur, a Soul 
Feminine ſaluteth us. 

Enter Jaquenetta and Coſtard. 

Jag. God give you good Morrow, Maſter Parſon. 

Hol. Maſter Parſon, quaſi Perſon, And it one ſhould bs 
piere d, which is the one? 

M. Marry Maſter School-maſter, he that is likeſt to 
a Hogſhead. | 

Hol. Of piercing a Hogſhead, a good Cluſter of Con- 
ce it in a Turf of Earth, Fire enough for a Flint, Pearl 
enough for a Swine: *Tis pretty, it is well. 

Jag. Good Maſter Parſon be ſo good as read me this 
Letter; it was given me by Coſt ard, and ſent me from 
Don Armaths, I beſeech you read it. 


"Nath. Fauſte precor gelida quando pecus omne jt ub um- 
bra ruminat, and ſo forth. Ah good old Mantuan, | 
may ſpeak of thee as the 2 doth of Venice; 3 

| 5 chi, 
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chi, venache a, qui non te vide, i non te piaech, Old Mae Wl £7 
tuan, old Mantuan, Who underitand?th thee not, ut u WM wit! 
1 la mi fa. | que 

Hcl. Under pardon, Sir, What are the Contents? or ihe 


rather, as Horace ſays in his: What! my Soul! Verſes! my 
Neath. Ay Sir, and very learned. itn 
Hol. Let me hear a Staff, a Stanza, a Verſe; Lye 8d 
Demine. 3 
New. | fLoye make me forſworn, how ſhall I ſwear to 2 
ve? 
Ah, never Faith could hald, if not to Beauty yow'd ; 1 
Though to my ſelf forfworn, to thee I'll faithful prove, Re 
* Thoughty to me were Oaks, to thee like Oſen MW + 
ow | : 
Study bis bjaſs Leaves, and makes his Book thine Eyes; plc 
Where all thoſe Pleaſures live, that Art would comprehend, 
If Knowledge be the Mark, to know thee ſhall ſuſhce, 
Well learned is that Tongue, that well can thee commend, 0 
All ignorant that Soul, that fees thee without Wonder: tif 
M hich is to me ſome Praiſe, that I thy Parts admire; ha 
Thy Eye Jove's Lightning bears, thy Voice is dreadful Il de 
Thunder | . ſe 
Which not to Anger bent, is Muſick, and ſweet Fire. - 
Celeſtial as thou art, Oh pardon, Love, this Wrong, 
That ſings Heav'ns Praife with ſuch an Earthly Tongue. 
Hol. You find not the Apoſtrophes, and ſo miſs the Ac- 6 
cent. Let me ſuperviſe the Cangenet. ; 
Nath, Here are only Numbers ratify'd, but for the Wl © 
Elegancy, Facility, and golden Cadence of Poeſie caret: N 
Ovidius Naſo was the Man. And why indeed Naſe, but for 
imelling out the odoriferous Flowers of Fancy ? The Jerks 
of Invention imitary is nothing: ſo doth the Hound bis 
Maſter, the Ape his Keeper, tbe tir d Horſe his Rider: ] 
But Damoſella Virgin, was this directed to you? _ 
Jai. Ay Sir, from one Monſieur Birox, one of the 
ſtrange Queen's Lords. | | 
Nat b. I will overglance the Superſeript. 
To th: Snew-white Hand of the meſt heauteous Lady, Roſa- 
line, I will look 5galp on the Intelle& of the Letter, for 
the Nomination of the Party writing, to the Perſon writ- 
ten unto · 
Teur Tachſbip's in all defir d Employment, * 5 


D buy on 
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Dull. Sir Holofernes, this Biron is one of the Votaries 
with the King, and here he hath fram'd a Letter to a Se- 
quent of the ſtranger Queen's, which accidentally, or by 
the way of Progreflion, hath miſcarry'd. Trip and go 
my ſweet; deliver this Paper into the Hand of the K 
it may concern much; ſtay not thy Complement; I for- 
givethy Duty: Adieu. | 

Jag. Good Coſtard go with me. 
Sir, God ſave your Lite, | 

Coſt. Have with thee my Girl, Exe. Colt, end Jaq, 

Nath. Sir, you have dore this in the Fear of God, very 
Religiouſly z- and as a certain Father faith ———- 

Hol. Sir, tell not me of the Father, I do fear colour- 
able Colours. But to return to the Verſes: Did they 
pleaſe you, Sir Nathaniel? - 21g 

Nath. Marvellous well for the Pen. 


Hol. Ido dine to Day at the Fathers of a certain Pupil 


of mine; where if (being repaſt) it ſhall pleaſe you to gra- 
tie the Table with a Grace: I will on my Priviledge I 


have with the Parents of the foreſaid Child or Pupil, un- 


dertake your ben venuto, where will I prove thoſe Ver- 
ſes to be very unlearned, neither ſavouring of Poetry, Wit 
or [nvention. I beſeech your Society. 

Nath. And thank you too: for Society (ſaith the Text) 
isthe Happineſs of Life. 


Hel. And certes the Text moſt infallibly concludes it. 


Sir, I — invite youu too; you ſhall not lay me nay : Pau- 
ia verba. 
Away, the Gentiles are at their Game, and we will to our 
Recreation, [ Exeunt, 
Enter Biron with @ Paper in his Hand, alone. 
Biroy. The King is hunting the Deer. 
] am curſing my ſelf. 


They haye pitcht a Toyl, I am toyling in a Pitch, Pitch 


that defiles ; defile, a foul Word: Well, fet thee down Sor- 
row ; for ſo they {ay the Fool ſaid, and fo ſay I, and I the 
Fool. Well proy'd Wit. By the Lord this Love is as 
mad as Ajax, it kills Sheep, it kills me, I a Sheep, Well 
prov'd again on my Side. I will not love; If I do hang 
me: faith I will not. O but her Eye: By this Light, bug 
for her Eye, I would not love; yes, for her two Eyes. 
Well L do nothing in the World but lie, and —_ my 
=> | oat, 
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Throat. o Heay'n I do love, and it hath taught me g 
Rhime, and to be melancholly; and here is un of ny 
Rhime, and here my Melancholly, Well ſhe hath oneg 
my Sonnets already; the Clowr bore it, the Fool lent i, 
and the Lady hath it: Sweet Clown, ſweeter Fool, ſweet. 
eſt Lady! By the World, I would not care a Pin if the 
other three were in, Here comes one with a Paper; Goy 
give him Grace to groan. [He flands afid, 

Enter the King. 


_ Biron, Shot, by Heaven! Proceed, ſweet Capid; they 
haſt thumpt him with thy Birdbolt under the left Pay; 
In faith Secrets. | 

King. So ſweet a Kiſs the golden Sun gives not, 
To thoſe freſh Morning Drops upon the Roſe, 
As thy Eye-beams when their freſh Rays have ſmote 
The Night of Dew that on my cheeks down flows; 
Nor ſhines the filver Moon one half lo bright, 
Through the tranſparent Boſom of the Deep, 


A 


As doth thy Face through Tears of mine give Light; 
Thou ſhir'ſt in every Tear that | do weep 


No Drop, but as a Coach doth carry thee, 
So rideſt thou triumphing in my Woe. 
Do but behold the Tears that (well in me, 
And they thy Glory through my Grief will ſhew; 
But do not love thy ſelf, then thou wilt keep 
My Tears from Glaſſes, and till make me weep. 
O Queen of Queens, how far doſt thou excel! 
No Thought can think, nor Tongue of Mortal tell. ; 
How. ſhe ſhall know my Grieſs; I'll drop the Paper; Li 
Sweet Leaves ſhade Folly, Who is he comes here ? 
Enter Longavile. [ The King ſteps aſide. 
What! Zongavile! and reading: Liſten Ear. 
Biren, Now in thy Likeneſs one more Fool appears. 
Long. Ay me, I am forſworn. Ve 
Bi ren. Why hecomes in like a perjur d, wearing Papen 
King. In Love I hope, ſweet Fellowſhip in ſhame. 
King. One Drunkard loves another of the Name, 
Long. Am I the firſt that have been perjur'd ſo? (know; 
-- Brron. I could put thee in comfort : Not by two chat] 
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Thou make'ſt the Triumviry, the three Corner cap of 


Society, 
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The Shape of Loves Tiburn, that hangs up Simplicity. 

Long. I fear theſe ſtubborn Lines lack Power to move: 
O ſweet Maria, Empreſs of my Love. 
Theſe Numbers will I tear, and write in proſe. 

Biron. O Rhimes are Guards on wanton Cupid's Hoſe : 
Disfigure not his Shop, 

Long. This ſame ſhall go, [ He reads the Sonnet. 


Did not the heavenly Rhetorick of thine Eye F 

Gainſt whom the World cannot h ld Argument; 
Perſwade my Heart to this falſe Perjury? 

Vows for thee broke deſerve not Puniſhment : 

A Woman I forſwore, but I will prove, 

Thou being à Goddeſs, I ferſwore not thee. 

My Vow, was earthy, thou a heav'nly Love: 

Thy Grace being gain d, cures all Diſgrace in vn. 

Vows are but Breath, and Breath a Vapour is, 

Then thou fair Sun, which on my Earth doſt ſhine, 

Exhal ſt this Vapour- Nom; in thee it is; 

1/ broken then, it is no Fault of mine; 

If by me broke, what Fool is nit ſo wiſe, 

v leſe an Oath to wina Paradiſe ? 


Biron. This is the liver-yein, which makesFleſh aDeity : 
A green Gooſe a Goddeſs, pure, pure Idolatry. 
God amend us, God amend, we are much out o'th' way. 
Enter Dumain, 
Long, By whom ſhall I ſend this! (Company ?) Stay. 
Biren. All hid, all hid, an old infant Play; 
Like a Demy God, here ſit I in the Sky: 
And wretched Fools Secrets headfully o'er eye: 8 
More Sacks to the Mill! O Heav'ns I have my wiſh, 
Dumain transform'd ; four woodcocks in a Diſh, 
Dum. O moſt Divine Kate 
Biron. O moſt prophane Coxcomb ! 
Dum. By Heav 'n the wonder of a mortal Eye! 
Biron, By Earth ſhe is not; Corporal, there you lie. 
Dum. Her Amber Hairs tor Foul have Amber coted.  - 
Biron, An Amber-colour'd Raven was well noted. 
Dum. As upright as the Cedar. a 
Biren. Stoop I fay, ber Shoulder is with Child. 
Dum. As fair as Day. ; | 
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Biren. Ay as ſome Days; but then no Sun muſt ſhine, That 
Dum. 1 9 Foe my With! . 
Long. ad mine. 0 b 
King. And I mine too, good Lord. ; 
Biron. Amen, ſo I had mine. Is not that a good Word? 
Dum. I would forget her, but a Fever ſhe | 

Reigns in my Blood, and will remembred be. 

Biren. A Fever in your Blood! Why then Ineiſion 

Would let her out in Sawcers, ſweet Miſpriſion. 

Dum, Once more I'll read the Ode that I have writ, 

Biron. Once more I'll mark how Love can vary Wit. 


Dumain reads his Sonnet, 


On a Day, alack the Day: 
Love, whoſe Month ts every May, 
Spd a Bloſſom paſſing fair, 
laying in the wanton Air : 
Through the Velvet Leaves, the Wind, 
All unſeen, can Paſſage find, 
That the Lover ſick to Death, 
Wiſh'd bim o ihe Heav'n's Breath. 
Air (quoth be) thy Cheeks may blow, 
Air, would I might triumph 5. 
But alack my Hand is ſworn, 
We er to pluck thee from thy Thern. 
Vom alack for Youth unmeet, 
Dub ſo apt to pluck a ſweet, 
Do not call it Sin in me, 
That 1 am ſorſworn for thee. 
" Thou for wbom ev'n Jove would ſmear 
Juno but an Ethiope were. 
And deny himſelf for Jove, 
Turning mortal for thy Love, 
This will I ſend, and ſomething elſe moreplain, 
That ſhall expreſs my true Love's faſting Pam: 
O would the King, Biron and * 
Were Lover too, ill to example i 
Would from my Fore- head wipe a perjur d Note: 
For none offend, were all alike do dote. 
Long. Dumain, thy Love is far from Charity, 


That 
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t in Loves Grief deſir'ſt Society : [Coming ſerward : 
— may look pale, but I ſhould bluſh [rome 
To be o'er-heard, and taken napping ſo, | 
King. Come, Sir, you bluſh z as bis, on Caſe ĩs wh, 
| Coming forwar, 
You chide at him, offending twice as much, 
You do not love Maria, Longatile 
Did never Sonnet for her ſake compile ? 
Nor never laid his wreathed Arms athwart 
Hisloving Boſom, to keep down his Heart? 
| have been cloſely ſhrowded ina Buſh 
And markt you both, and for you both did bluſh. 
I heard your guilty Rhimes, oblerv'd your Faſhion; 
Saw Sighs reek from you, noted well your Paſſion., 
Ay me! ſays one; O Jove! the other cries; 
Her Hairs were Gold, Cryſtal the others Eyes. 
You would for Paradiſe break faith and troth. 
And Jove for your Love would infringe an Oath. 
What will Biron ſay, when that he ſhall hear 
A Faith infringed, which ſuch Teal did ſear ? 
How will he ſcorn ? how will he ſpend his Wit? 
How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it? 
For all the Wealth that ever I did ſee, . 
would not have him know ſo much by me. 
Biron. Now ſtep I forth to irs thi ly he 
Ay good my Liege, pray thee pardon me, ["Coming forward, 
300d heart, what Grace haſt thou thus to reprove 
heſe Worms for loving, that art moſt in love ? 
Your Eyes do make no Coaches in your Tears, 
here is no certain Princeſs that appears? 
oui not be by K tis a hateful thing; 
Tuſhz none but Minſtrels like of Sonnetting. 
But are you not aſham'd ? Nay, are you not 
All three of you, to be thus much o er- ſnot? 
You found his Mote, the King your Mote did ſee: 


But I a Beam do find in each of three. 
O what a Scene of Fool'ry have I ſeen, 
df Sighs, or Groans, of Sorrow, and of Teen? 
O me, with what ſtri& Patienee have I ſat, 
o ſee a King transformed to a Gnat? 

o ſee great Hercules whipping a Gigg, 

I profound Solomon tuning a Jigg? 
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And Neſtor play at Puſh-pin with the Boys, 
And Critick Tymon laugh at idle Toys, 
Where lies thy Grief? O tell me good Dumain 


And gentle Lengavile, where lies thy Pain? Gu 
And where my Liege's ? all about the Breaſt. e 
A Candle hoa! 
King. Too bitter is thy Jeſt, 
Are we betray'd thus to thy Over · view? He 
Biron. Not you by me, but I betray'd to you, Ar 


I that am honeſt, I that hold it Sin, 
To break the Vow I am engaged in. 
I am betray'd hy keeping company | | 
With Men, like Men of ſtrange Inconſtancy. M 
When ſhall you ſee me write a thing in Rhime? 

Or groan for Joan ? or ſpend a Minute's time 

In pruning me? When ſhall you hear that I 


Will praiſe a Hand, a Foot, a Face, an Eye, A 

A Gate, a State, a Brow, a Breaſt, a Waſte, T 

A Leg, a Limb ? Y 
King. Soft, whither away ſo faſt ? * 

A true Man or a Thief, that gallops ſo, | T 
Bircn, T poſt from Love, good Lover let me go. 

= Enter Jaquenetta, and Coſtard. 


Jaq. God bleſs the King. 
King. What Preſent haſt thou there? 
705 Some certain Treaſon. 
ing. What makes Treaſon here? 
252 Nay it makes nothing, Sir. 
King. If it mar nothing neither, bh 
The Treaſon and you go in Peace together. 
Jag. I beſeech your Grace, let this Letter be read, 
Our Parſon miſdoubts it : it was Treaſon he ſaid. 
King. Biron, read it over [ He reads the Lett 
Where had thou it? 
Jag. Of Ciſtard. 
King. Where hadſt thou it? 
Coſt. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adra madio. 
King. How now, what is in you ? why doſt thou tear it 
Biren. A Toy, my Liege, a Toy: Your Grace need 
not fear it. | | | 
Long. It did move him to Paſſion, and therefore let 
hear it, | | , 
Dun. 
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Dum. It is Biron's Writing, and here is his Name. 
Biron, Ah you whoreſop Loggerhead, you were born 

to do me ſhame. | 

Guilty, my Lord guilty, I confeſs, I confeſs, 

King. What? 
Biron. That you three Fools lackt me Fool to make up 
the meſs. f 

He, he, and you: and you my Liege, and I, 

Are Pick-purſes in Love, and we deſerve to die. 

O diſmiſs this Audience, and I ſhall tell you more. 

Dum, Now the Number is even. AP 
Biron. True, true, we are four: 
Mill theſe Turtles be gone? 
King. Hence, Sirs, away. 
Coſt. Walk aſide the true folk, and let the Traitors ſtay, 
Biron, Sweet Lords, ſweet Lovers, O let us imbrace: 

As true we are as Fleſh and Blood can be. | 

The Sea will ebb and flow, Heay'n will ſhew his Face : 

Young Blood doth not obey an old Decree. 

We cannot croſs the Cauſe why we were born: 
Therefore of all hands muſt we be forſworn. 
King. What, did theſe rentlines ſhew ſome Love of 

thine?” . | 
Biron. Did they, quoth you? Who ſees the heavenly 
Roſaline. | 

That (like a rude and ſavage Man of Inde) 

At the firſt opening of the gorgeous Eaſt, 

Bows not his yaſſal Head, and ſtrucken blind, 

Kiſſes the baſe ground with obedient Breaſt ? 

What peremptory Eagle-lighted Eye 

Dares look upon the Heaven of her Brow, 

That is not blinded by her Majeſty ? 

King. What Zeal, what Fury uh inſpir'd thee now? 

My Love (her Miſtreſs) is a gracious Moon, 

She (an attending Star) ſcarce ſeen a Light, 

Biron, My Eyes are then no Eyes, nor I a Birons 

O but for my Love, Day would turn to Night, 

Of all Complexions the cull'd Soyeraignty, 

Do meet as at a Fair in her fair Cheek; 

Where ſeyeral Worthies make one Dignity, 

Where nothing wants that Want it ſelf doth ſeek, 


Lend me the Flowriſh of all gentle Tongues; Fie 
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Fie painted Rhetorick, O ſhe needs it not : 
To Things of Sale, a Seller's Praiſe belongs: 
She paſſes Praiſe, then Praiſe too ſhort doth blot : 
A wither'd Hermit, fiveſcore Winters worn, 
Might ſhake off fifty, looking in her Eye: 
Beauty doth varniſh Age, as if new born, 

And gives the Crutch the Cradle's Infancy. 

O "tis the Sun that maketh all things ſhine. 

King, By Heaven thy Love is Black as Ebony. 

Biren. Is Ebony liks her? O Word Divine 
A Wife ef ſuch Wood were Felicity. 

O who can give an Oath? Where is a Book? 
That I may ſwear Beauty doth Beauty lack, 
If that ſhe learn not of her Eye to look: 
No Face is fair that is not full ſo black. 

King. O Paradox, black is the Badge of Hell; 
The Hue of Dungeons, and the School of 1 
And Beauty's Creſt becomes the Heavens well. 

Liren, Devils ſooneſt tempt reſembling Spirits of Light: I Fo 


O, if in black my Lady's Brow be deckt: H; 
It mourns, that painting and uſurping Hair W 
Should raviſh Doters with a falſe Aſpe&: - Fr 
And therefore is ſhe born to make black fair. T 
Her Fayour turns the Faſhion of the Days, Fi 


For native blood is counted Painting now ; 

And therefore red that wou'd avoid Diſpraiſe, 

Paints it ſelf black, to imitate her Brow. 
Dum, To look like her are Chimney-Sweepers black. 
Long, And ſince her time, are Colliers counted bright, 
King. And Ethieps of their ſweet Comple&ion crack. 
Dum. Dark needs no Candles now, for Dark is Light. 
Biron. Your Miſtreſſes dare never come in Rain, 

For fear their Colours ſhou!d be waſht away. 5 
King. Twere good yours did: for, Sir, to tell you plain, 

I'HHnd a fairer Face not waſht to Day. 
Bron. I'll prove her fair, or talk till Doom's- day here. 
King. No Devil will fright thee then ſo much as ſhe, 
Dum. I never knew Man hold vile Stuff ſo dear. 
Tong. Look, here's thy Love, my Foot and her Face ſee. 
Biron. O if the Streets were paved with thine Eyes, 

Her Feet were much too dainty for ſuch Tread. 
Dum, O vile! then as ſhe goes, what upward youu 


— A eee 


* 


43 


Love's Labeur's loſt. 

The Street ſhould ſee as ſhe walk'd over head. 
King. But what of this, are we not all in Love? 
Biren. Nothing ſo ſure, and thereby all forſworn, 
King. Then leave this Chat, and good Bzron now prove 

Our _ lawful, and our Faith not torn. : 

Dum. Ay marry there, ſome Flattery for this Evil. 
Long. O ſome Authority how to proceed, 

Some Tricks, ſome Quillets, how to cheat the Devil. 
Dum. Some Salve for Perjury, 
Biron. O tis more than need, 

Have at you then Affections, Men at Arms, 

Conſider what you firſt did ſwear unto : 

Tofaſt, to ſtudy, and to ſee no Woman; 

Flat Treaſon gainſt the kingly State of Youth, 

Say, can you faſt? your Stomachs are too young: 

And Abſtinence ingenders Maladies. 

And where that you have vow'd to ſtudy (Lords) 

In that each of you hath forſworn bis Book. 

Can you ſtill dream and pore, and thereon look ? 

For when would you, my Lord, or you, or you, 

Have found the — of Study's Excellence, 

Without the Beauty of a Woman's Face ? 

From Women's Eyes this Doctrine I derive, 

They are the Ground, the Books, the Acade mes. 

From whence doth ſpring the true Promethean Fire: 

Why, univerſal Plodding poiſons up | 

The nimble Spirits in the Arteries; 

As Motion and long during Action tires 

The ſine w vigour of the 1 raveller. 

Now for not looking on a Woman's Face, 

You have in that forſworn the uſe of Eyes: 

And Study too, the Cauſer of your Vow. 

For where is any Author in the World, 

Teaches ſuch Beauty as a Woman's Eye ? 

Learning is but an Ad junct to our ſelt, 

And where we are, our Learning likewife is, 

Then when our ſelves we lee in Ladies Eyes, 

Do we not likewile ſee our Learning there ? 

O, we have made a Vo to Study, Lords, 

And in that Vow we have forſworn our Books: 

For when would you, my Liege, or you, or you, 

In leaden Contemplation have found wut 


Such 
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Such fiery numbers as the prompting Eyes 

Of Beauty's Tutors haye enrich'd you with ? 

Other flow Arts entirely keep the Brain; 

And therefore finding barren Practiſers, 

Scarce ſhew a Harveſt of their heavy Toil. 

But Love firſt learned in a Lady's Eyes, 

Lives not aloneimmured in the Brain: 

But with the Motion of all Elements, 

Courſes as ſwift as Thought in every Power, 

And gives to every Power, a double Power, 
Above their Functions and their Offices. 

It adds a precious ſeeing to the Eye: 

A Lover's Eyes will gaze an Eagle blind. 

A Lover's Ear will hear the loweſt Sound, 

When the ſuſpicious Head of Theft is ſtopt. 

Love's feeling is more ſoft and ſenſible, 

Than are the tender Horns of cockled Snails. 

Love's Tongue proves dainty Bacchus groſs in Taſte ; 

For Valour, is not Love a Hercules ? 

Still climbing Trees in the Heſperides. 

Subtle as a Sphinx, as ſweet and muſical! 

As bright Apollo's Lute, ſtrung with his Hair: 

And when Love ſpeaks, the Veice of all the Gods, 

Make Heay'n drowſie with the Harmony, 

Never durſt Poet touch a Pen to write, 

Until his Ink were temper'd with Love's Sighs; 

O then his Lines would raviſh Savage Ears, 

And plant in Tyrants mild Humility, 

From Women's Eyes this Doctrine I derive : 

They ſparkle ſtill the right Promethean Fire, 

They are the Books, the Arts, the Academes, 

That ſhew, contain, and nouriſh all the World; 

Elſe none at all in ought proves excellent. 

Then Fools you were, theſe Women to forſwear 

Or keeping what is ſworn, you will prove Fools, 

For Wiſdom's Sake (a Word that all Men love) 

Or for Love's ſake, a Word that loves all Men: 

Or for Men's ſake, the Author of theſe Women, 

Or Women's ſake, by whom we Menare Men; 

Let us once loſe our Oaths, to find our ſelyes; 

Or elſe we loſe our ſelves, to keep our Oaths. 

It is Religion to be thus forſworn, 


For 
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For Charity it ſelf fulfils the Law; 
And who can ſever Love from Charity ? 
King. Saint Cupid then, and Soldiers to the Field ! 
Biron. Advance your Standards, and upon them, Lords; 
Pell, mell, down with them : But be firſt advis'd, 
In Confli& that you get the Sun of them. 
Long. Now to Plain-dealing, lay theſe Gloſſes by, 
Shall we reſolve to woo theſe Girls of France ? 
King. And win them tos; therefore let us deviſe 
dome Entertainment for them in their Tents, | 
Biron. Firſt from the Park let us conduct them thitker, 
Then homeward every Man attach the Hand 
Of his fair Miſtreſs; in the Afternoon 
We will with ſome ſtrange Paſtime ſolace them, 
Such as the ſhortneſs of the time can ſhape : 
For Revels, Dances, Masks, and merry Hours, 
Forerun fair Love, ſtrewing her Way with Flowers. 
King. Away, away, no time ſhall be omitted, 
That will betime, and may by us be fitted. 
Biron, Alone, alone ſowed Cockel, reap'd no Corn, 
And Juſtice always whirls in equal Meaſure: 
Light Wenches may prove Plagues to Men forſworn, 
If ſo, our Copper Buys no better Treaſure, ¶ Exeunt. 


ACT v. SCENE LI. 


Enter Holoſernes, Nathaniel, and Dull. 


Hol G\ Atis quod ſufficit. 
Nath, 1 praiſe God for you, Sir, your Reaſons at 
Dinner have been ſharp and ſententious; pleaſant without 
Scurrility, witty without AﬀeRation, audacious without 
Impudency, learned without Opinion, and ſtrange with- 
out Hereſie: I did converle this quendam Day with a. 
Companion of the King's, which is intituled, nominated, 
or called, Don Adriana de Armados © 

Hol. Novi hominem tanquem te. His Humour is lofty, 
his Diſcourſe peremptory, his Tongue filed, his Eye am- 
bitious, his Gate majeſtical, and his general Behaviour 
vain, ridiculous, and Thraſonical, He is too picked, too 
ſpruce, 
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ſpruce too affected, too odd as it were, to peregrinate, 
as I may call it. 
Nath. A moſt ſingular and choice Epithet. 
; [ Draws out his Table-Bock, 
Hol. He draweth out the Thread of his Verboſity finer 
than the Staple of his Argument. I abhor ſuch phanatical 
Phanta!ms, ſuch inſociable and point deviſe Companions, 
ſuch Rackers of Orthography, as do ſpeak dout fine, 
when he ſhould 10 doubt; det, when be ſhould pro- 
nounce debt; d, e, b, t; not det: He clepeth a Calf, Cauf: 
half, auf: Neighbour vccatur nebour; neigh abreviated 
ne; his is abominable, which we would call abhomina- 


ble : It inſinuateth me of Irſamy: Ne intelligis Dom in, 
to make Frantick, Lunatick ? 


Nath. Laus deo, bene inte igo. 


F Hol. Bome boon for boon preſcian! a little ſearch, twil 
erve. 


Enter Armado, Moth and Coſtard. 

Nath. Vides ne quis venit? 

Hol. Video, & gaudeo, 

Arm. Chirra. 

Hol. — Chirra, not Sirra? 

Arm. Men of Peace well incountred. 

Hol. Moſt Military Sir, Salutation. 

Meth, They have been at a great Feaſt of Languages, 
and ſtole the Scraps. 

Cit. O they have liv d long on the Alms-basket of Words. 
I marvel thy Maſter hath not eaten thee for a Word, for 
thou art not ſo long by the Head as Honoriſicabilitudinitati- 
bas: Thou art eaſier ſwallow'd than a Flap-dragon. 

Mot h. Peace, the Peal begins. | 

Arm. Monſieur, are you not lettered ? 

Myth. Yes, yes; he teaches Boys the Horn- book: 
What is A B ſpelt backward with the Horn on his Head? 

Hol. Ba, puoritia, with a Horn added. 

Meth. Ba, moſt filly Sheep with a Horn. You hear 
is Learning. - 

Hol. Quis, quis, thou Conſonant ? 


Moth. The laſt of the five Vowels, if you repeat them, 


or the fifth if I. 
Hol, 1 will repeat thema e 1 | . 
Meth, The Sheep; the other two concludes-it o * 
| nn. 
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Arm. Now by the {alt Wave of the Mediteranecum, a 
weet touch, a quick Verew of Wit; ſnip, ſnap, quick 
ad home, it rejoiceth my Intelle& z true Wit. 

Meth. Offer d by a Child to an old Man: which is Wit- 


Id. 

Hl, What is the Figure? what is the Figure? 
a ee like an Taface ; hip thy G 
Hel. Thou diſputeſt like an Infant; go, whip thy Gi 
Moth. Lend me your Horn to * and I wh 


hip about your Infamy anum cita, a Gigg of a Cuck- 
d's Horn. 


Cf, And I had but one Penny in the World, thou 
zouldſt have it to buy Ginger-bread ; Hold, there is the 
:ry Remuneration I had of thy Maſter, thou Half: penny 


he Heavens were ſo pleaſed, that thou wert but my Ba- 
ud! What a joyful Father wouldſt thou make me ? Go 


iy lay. | 
Hol. Oh, I ſmell falſe Latin, dungh;l for ungue m. 


e Barbarous. Do you not educate Youth at the Charge- 
uſe on the Top of the Mountain, 


H:l. Or Mons the Hill. | 


Arm. At your ſweet Pleaſure for the Mountain 
Hi. I-do ſans queſtion. 


Arm. Sir, it is the King's moſt ſweet Pleaſure and Af- 


ion, to congratulate the Princeſs at her Pavillion, in 


e paſteriors of this Day, which the rude Multitude call 
e Afternoon. 


Hel. The Paſterior of the Day, moſt generous Sir, is li- 
he, congruent, and meaſurable for the Afternoon: The 


ord is well cull'd, choice, {weet, and apt, I do aſſure 
bu, Sir, I do aſſure. 


Arm. Sir, the King is a noble Gentleman, and my Fa- | 


iar, I do aſſure ye, my very good Friend, for what is 
ward between us, let it paſs—I do beſeech thee, re- 
mber thy Curteſie I beleech thee Apparel thy Head, 
d among other importunate and moſt. ſerious Deſigns, 
a of great Import indeed too But let that pals, for I 
uſt tell thee is will pleaſe his Grace (by the World) ſome- 


is to lean upon my poor Shoulder, and with his Royal 


urſe of Wit, thou Pidgeon-egg of Diſcretion. O, and 
0, thou haſt it ad Dunghil, ad the Finger's ends, as 


Arm. Arti-man, preambula; we will be ſingled from 


Finger 
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Finger thus dally. with my Excrement, with my Mug, 
chio ; but ſweet Heart, let that paſs. But the World | 


recount” no Fable; ſome certain ſpecial Honours it plex 

ſeth his Greatneſs to impart to Armado a Soldier, 2 Mu E. 
of Travel, that hath ſeen the World; but let that paß | 
the very all of all is--—--But ſweet Heart, I do implor 

Secrety — that the mg would have me preſert the | 
Princeſs (ſweet Chuck) with ſome delightful Oftentation, If 
or Show, or Pageant, or Antick, or Fire-work. Now ur A 


derſtanding that the Curate and your ſweet ſelf are good WM in 
at ſuch Eruptions, and ſudden breaking out of Mirth (x 
it were) I have acquainted you ws rg to the end to | 
crave your Aſſiſtance, As 

Hol. Sir, you ſhall preſent before her the nine Wo- W 
thies. Sir, as concerning ſome Entertainment of Time, MW II 
ſome Show in the Poſferior of this Day, to be rendered by M -- 
our Aſſiſtants at the King's Command, and this moſt g- Fo 
lant, illuſtrate and learned Gentleman, before the Princeſs: | 
I ſay, none ſo fit as to preſent the nine Worthies. | | 

Nath, Where will you find Men worthy enough to vil 
preſent them ? 

Hol. Jeſua, your ſelf, this gallant Gentleman Judu MW Ar 
Machabers, this Swain, (becaule of his great Limb or join) Ot 
ſhall paſs Pompey the Great, and the Page Hercules. Sh 

Arm. Pardon, Sir Error: He is not Quantity enougih Ar 
for that Worthy's Thumb; he is not ſo big as the End d 1 
his Club. | 

Hol. Shall I have Audience? He ſhall preſent Hercules 
in Minority: His Enter and Exit ſhall be ſtrangling i 
Snake; and I will have an Apology for that Purpole. 

Moth. An excellent Device: So if any of the Audiene f I 
hiſs, you may cry : Well done Hercules, now thou cruſhel 
the Snake; that is the way to make an Offence gracious 
tho* few have the Grace to do it. 

Arm. For the reſt of the Worthies ? 

Hol. I will play three my (elf. 

Moth. Thrice worthy Gentleman, 

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing? 

Hol. We attend. : 

Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an Antique. | 
I] beſeech you follow. 

Hel. Via good-man Dull, thou haſt ſpoken no Word 
this while, 9 85 ; 


„ in rea ds HEE ins io. ic. 
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Dull. Nor underſtood none neither, Sir. 
Hel. Alons, we will employ thee, 


Dal. Il make one in a Dance, or ſo: Or will play 
on the Taber to the Worthies, and let them dance the 


11. Moſt Hull, honeſt Dull, to our ſport” away. [ Exit. 
Enter Princeſs and Ladies. _ 
Prin. Sweet hearts, we ſhall be rich ere we depart, 
If Fairings eome thus plentifully in. 
A Lady wall'd about with Diamonds! look vou what L 
have from the King. 
Roſa. Madam, came nothing elſe along with that? 
Frin. Nothing but this? yes, as much Love in Rhime, 
As would be cram'd up in a ſheet of papet, 
Writ on both ſides the leaf, Margent and all, 
That he was fain to ſeal on Cupid's Name. 
. Riſa, 1 hat was the way to make his God-head wax, 
For he hath been five thonſand Years a Boy. 
Kath. Ay, and a ſhrewd unhappy Gallows too, 
Roja. You'll n&er be Friends with him, he kill'd your 
Siſter. 
Kath. He made her melancholly, ſad and heavy, 
And ſo the died ; had ſhe been light like you, 
Ot luch a merry, nimble, ſtirring Spirit, 
She might have been a Grandam ere ſhe dy'd. 
And ſo may you, for a light heart lives long. 
r What's your dark Meaning, Mouſe, of this light 
ord * | | 
Kath, A light Condition, in a Beauty dark. 
Ra. We need more Light to find your Meaning out. 
Kath, You'll marr the Light by taking it in Snuff: 
Therefore I'll darkly end the Argument. 
Reſa. Look what you do, you do it (till th dark. 
Kath. So do not you, for you are a light wench, 
Reſa. Indeed I weigh not you, and therefore light. 
Kath, Vou weigh me not, O that's, you care net for me. 
Reſa. Great Reaſon; for paſt Care, is ſtill paſt Cure, 
Prin, Well handled both, a Set of Wit well play d. 
But Ryſaline, you have a Favour too? Who ſent it? and 
what is it ? 
R:/a. I would you knew. G4 | 
And if my Face were but as fair as yours, 
AH A = My 
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My Favour were as preat, be witneſs this. 
Nay, | have Verſes too, I thank Bircn. 
The Numbers true, and were the numbring too, 
I were the faireſt Goddeſs on. the Ground. 
I am ar'd to twenty thouſand Fairies. 
O he hath drawn my F icture in his Letter, 
Prin, Any thing like? | 
R:ija, Much in the Letters, nothing in the Praiſe, 
Prin. Beautevus Ink; a good Condufion, * 
Kath, Fair as a Text B in a Cupy-book. 
Reſv. Ware Pencils. How ? Let me vot die your Debter, 
My red Dominical, my golden Letter, 
O that your Fate were full of Oes. | 
Prin. A Pox of that Jeft, and I beſhrew all Shrew: : 
Put Katherine, what was ſent to j ou 
From fair Dumrein? a 
Kath, Madam, this Glove. 
Prin. Did he not ſend you twa'n? 
Kath. Yes, Madam; and moreover, 
Sume thouſand Verſes of a faithful Lover, 
A huge Tranflation of hypocrify, 
Vildly compil'd, profound Simplicity. : 
Mar, This, and theſe Pearls to me ſent Lengavile. 
The Letter is too Tong by half a Mile. 
Prin, I think no leſs; Doſt thou not wiſh in Heart 
1 he Chain were lorger, and the Letter ſhort ? 
Mar. Ay, or | would theſe hands might never part. 
Join. We ate wiſe Girls ro mock our Lovers ſo. 
Reſa. They à e worſe Fools to purchaſe Mocking fo. 
Tha lame Biren I'll torture ere | ge; | 
O that I knew he were but in by th' Week, 
How | would make him fawn, and beg, and ſeek, 
And wait the Seaſon, and obſerve the times, 
And ſpend his prodigal Wits in bootleſs Rimes, 
And ſhape his Service all to my Behelts, i 
And make him proud to make me proud with jeſts, 
Sd pertaunt like would | o' erſway his State, 
That he ſhould be my Fool, and I his Fate. 
Prin, None are ſo ſurely caught, when they are catch'd, 
As Witturn'd Fool; a Folly in Wiſdom hatch'd 
Hath Wiſdom $ Warrant, and the help of School, 
And Wit's on Grace to grace a learned Fool, 17 
; ' i. 
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' Reſs. The Blood of Youth burns got in ſuch Exceſs, - - 


As Gravities revolt to wantonne is. 

Mar. Folly in Fools bears not fv ſtrange a Nate, 
As Fool'ry inthe Wile, when Wir doth gdote. 
Since all the Power thereof it doth apply, 

To prove by Wit, worth in Simplicity. 
| Enter Boyet. 
Prin. Here comes Bayet, and Mirth in his Face. 


Bet. O: L am ſtabb d wich Laughter, Where's berGrace? 


Prin. Thy News, Bojet? | 
Het. Prepare, Madam, Prepares 
Arm Wenches, arm, Incoumers mounted gaze 
Againſt your Peage, L pve doth approach, diſguis d, 
Armed in Arguments, you'll be ſurpriz d. 
Muster your Wits, ſtand in your on Neſgnee, 
Or hide your Heads like Cowards, and fly hevce, 
Prin, Saint Dennis, to Saint Cupid; What are they 
That charge their Breath againſt us? Say, Scout, ſay, 
Beyet. Under the cool dhade of a >ycamore, 
| thought toclgſe mine Eyes lome half an hour ; 
When lo to interrupt my putpos d roſt, 
Toward that ſhade, 1 might hebold, addreſt. 
The King and his Companions; Warily 
| tole into a Neighbour Thicket by, 
And overrhgard, what you {hall over-bear: 
That by; and hy diſguis d they will be here. 
Their Herald is a pretty knavith Ber 
That well by heart hath conn'd his Embeflage, 
Action and Accent did they teach him there; 
Thus muſt thou ſpeak, and thus thy Budy, bear; 
And ever and anon they made a doubt, 
reſence Majeſtical would put hi n out: 
For, quoth the: K ing, an Angel ſhalt thou ſee, 
Yet fear, nat thou, but {peak auJaciouſly, 
he Boy reply d, an Angel is not evil; : 
mould have fearid her, had ſhe been a devil. 


Making che hold Wag with their praiſes bolder. 
Ore rubb'd is Elbow thus, and fleer d, and lore, 
A better ſpeech was. never ſpokę before. | 
Another with bis Finger, and his Thumb, 
ry'd vig, uc will dot, W 
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With that all laugh'd, and clap'd him on the thoulder, 


| 
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The third he caper'd and cry d, All goes well, 
The fourth turn'd on the Toe, and down he fell; 
With that they all did tumble on the Ground, 
With ſuch a-zealous Laughter, ſo profound, 
That in this ſpleen ridiculous appears, 

To check their Folly paſſions, folemn tears. 
Prin. But what, but what, come they to viſit us? 
Boyet. They do, they do; and are apparel'd thus, 

Like Muſcovites, or Ruſſians, as I gueſs. 

Theic purpoſe is to parley, court, and dance, 

And every one his Love- feat will advance 

Upon his ſeveral Miſtreſs; which they'll know 

By favours ſev'ral, which they did beſtow. 

Prin, And will they ſo? the Gallants ſhall be taskt; 

For Ladies, we will every one be maskt: | 

And not a Man of them ſhall have the Grace, 

Deſpight of Sute to lee a Lady s Face. 

Hold Reſaline, this Favour thou ſhalt wear, 

And then the-King will court thee for his Dear : 

Hold, take-thou this my ſweet, and give me thine, 

Sa ſhall Biren take me for Reſalene. 

And change your Favours too, ſo ſhall your Loves 

Woo contrary, deceiv'd by theſe Removes. 

Reſa. Come on then, wear the Favours moſt in tight, 
Kath. But in this changing, what is your Intent ? 
Prin, The Effect of my Intent is to crols theirs; 

They do it but in mocking Merriment, 

And Mock for Mock is only my Intent. 

Their ſeveral Councils they unboſom ſhall 

To Loves miſtook, and ſo be mockt withal : 

Upon the next Occaſion that we meet 

With Viſages diſplay'd to talk and greet. 

Reſa. Bur Mall we dance, if they deſire us to't ? 
Prin, No, to the Death we will not move a Foot, 

Nor to their pen'd ſpeech render we no Grace : 

But while ' tis ſpoke, each turn away her Face. 

Boyet. Why that attempt will kill the Keeper's heart, 

And quite divorce his Memo y from his part. 

Prin. Therefore I do it, and make no doubt 

The reſt will ne'er come in, if he be out. 

1 here's no ſuch Sport, as Sport by Sport o'erthrown ; 

To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own; 
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do ſhall we ſtay mocking intended Game, 752 
And they well mockt, depart away with Shame. [ Sound. 
Beyet. Ihe Trumpet ſounds, be maskt, the Maskers come. 
Enter the King, Biron, Longavile, Dumain, and Attend- 
ants, d ſguiz'd like Muſcovites. Moth with Mujick, 
as fer a Maſquerade, "OY 
Meth. All hail the ricbeſt beauties on the Earth. 
Biron, Beauties no richer than rich Taffata. 
Neth. A hoiy parcel of the faireſt Dames that ever turn a 
their backs ty m tal Vi. ms. { The Ladies turn their 
F Backs to him, 
Piren. Their Eyes, Villain, their Eyes. 
M th. That ever turn d their Eyes to mortal Views, Out— 
Bircn, True; out indeed. ' 
Mith. Out of your Fa viurs heav'nly Spirit, weauchſaſe, net 
fo beh. Id. 


Eiren. Once to behold, Rogue. | 
Meth. Ouce to beh.1d with your $4n-beamed Be. | 
Vith y:ur Sun-beamed Eyes k 


Eiren. They will not anſwer to that Epithzteg . - 

Yeu were belt call it Daughter-beani'd. Eyes. 4 
Mtb. They do not mark me, and that brings me out, 
Biron. Is this your Perfectneſs? Begone, you Rogue, 
Riſa. What would theſe Strangers? | 

Know their Minds, Boat. 

It they do ſpeak our Language, tis our Will 

That ſome plain Man recount their purpoſes 

Know what they wouid ? 
Byet. What would you with the Princeſs? 
Bion. Nothing but Peace and gentle Viſitation. 
Noa. What would they, ſay 8 
B:yet, Nothing but Peace and gentle Viſitation, 
Rcſa. Why that they have, and bid them ſo be gone. 
Beyet. She ſays you have it, and you may be gone. 
King. Say to her we have mealur'd many Miles, 

Te tread a Mealure with you on the Graſs, 
Boyet. They ſay they have meaſur'd many a Mile, 

To tread a Meaſure with you on the Grals. 

Nea. It is not ſo. Ask them how many Inches 

Sin one Mile? If they have meaſur d many 

The Mealure then of one is eaſily told. 

Bget. If to come hither you have meaſur'd Miles, 
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And many Miles; the Princeſs bids you tell, 
How many Inches doth fill up one Mile 
Bircn, Tell her we meſure them by weary Steps. 
Beyet. She hears her le.f, 
Roſa. How many weary Steps 
Ot many weary Miles you have o'er-gone, 
Arenumbred in the Travel of one Mile? 
Biren. We number nothing that we ſpend for you, 
Our Duty is ſo rich, ſo infinite, 
That we may do it ſtill without Accompt. 5 
Vouchſafe to fhew the Sunſhine of your Face, 
J hat we (like Savages) may worſhip it. 
Roſa, My Face is but a Moon, and clouded too. 
King. Bleſſed are Clouds, to do as ſuch Clouds do. 
Vouchlafe, bright Moon, on thele thy Stars to ſhine 
(1 hole Clouds remov'd) upon our watery Eyne. 
RSH. O vain Petitioner, beg a greater Matter; 
I hou now requeſts but Moon-ſhine in the Water. 
Ming. T hen in our meaſure, vouchſafe hut one Chabye; 
Thou bid'ſt me beg. this Begging is nut ſtrange. -/ 
Rſa. Play Muſick then; nay you muſt doit ſoon. 


3 


Not yet, no Dance; thus change J like the Moon. 


King. Will you not dance, how come you thus eſtrang'd? 
Rea. You took the Mou n at full, but now ſhe's chang'd, 
King. Yet till ſhe is the Moon, and I the Man. 
Re/a. Ihe Muſick plays, vouchſafe ſome Motion to it: 

Cur Ears vouthlafe it. A 
King. Eut your Legs ſhould doit. 
Rea. Since you are Strangers, and come here by Chance, 

Weill not he nice; take Hands, we will not dance. 
Kg. Mhy take you Hands then! 

| R:/a. Only to part Friends. 

Curtſie ſweet Hearts, and ſo the Meaſure ends. T. 
King. More Mealure of this Meaſure; be not nice. 
R /a, Me can afford no more at ſuch a Price. | 
King. Prize your ſelves then; what buys your Com- W. 


pany, | 

R. ſa. \ vur Abſence only. | i 
King. That can never be. 
Roſa. Then cannot we be bought; and ſo adieu; i 
Twice to your Vilor, and halt once to uu. As 
king. If you deny to danee, let's hold wore Chat. Cu 


Roa. 
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Reſa. In private then. 15 
King. I am beſt pleas d with that. 
Bir go, MW hite-handed Mittrels, one ſweet Word with 
thee. | f 
Prin. Honey, and Milk, and Sugar; there is thrre. 
Biren. Nay then two Treys; and if you grow ſo nice, 
Methegline, Wort, and Malmſey; well run Dice : 
There's half a dozen Sweets. 
Prin. Seventh ſweet adieu, 
Since you can cog, I'll play no more with you. 
Biron, One Word in ſecret. 
Prin, Let it not be ſweet. 
Biron. I hou griev'ſt my Gall. 
Pein. Gall, bitter. 
Bircn, Therefore meet. | 
Dum, W ill you vouchlafe with me to charge a Word 3 
Mar, Name it, 
Dum. Fair Lady. 
Mar. Say you Jo ? fair Lord : 
Take you that for your fair Lady, 
Lum. Fleale it you; 
As much in private, and I'll bid adieu. 
Kath. What, was your Vizard made without a Tongue? 
1 eng. | know the Realon, Lady, why you ask. 
Kath, O tor your Realon, quickly Sir, | long. 
Long. You have a double Tongue within your Mask, 
And would afford my {ſpeechleſs Vizard halt. 
Kath, Veal, quoth the Dutch Man; is not Veala Calf? 
Leng, A Calt, fair Lady? 
| Kath, No, a fair Lord Calf. 
Long. Let's part the Word, 
Kath, No, | I] not be your Half; 
Take all and wean it; it may provean Or, 
Leng, Look how you but your ſelf in theſe ſharp 
Mocks ! | 
Will you give Horns, chaſte Lady? Do not ſo. 
Kath, 1 hen die a Calt before your Horns do grow, 
Leng, One Word in private with you ere I die. 
Kath, Bicatfottly then, the Butcher hears you cry. 
Boyet. 1 he Tongue of mocking Wenchesare as ken 
As is the Razor's Edge inviſible. 
Cutting a ſmaller Hair thas. may be (cen, N 
0 4 Ab ive 
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Above the Senſe of Senſe ſo ſenſible, 
Seemeth their Corference, their Conceits have Wings, 
Fleeter,thanArrows, Bullets, Wind, Thought, ſwifter things, 
2 Not one Word more my Maids, break off, bre 
off. | 
Biren. By Heav'n all dry beaten with pure Scoff. 
King. Farewell, mad Wenches, you have _ Wits, 
Exeunt. 
Prin. Twenty Adieus, my frozen Muſcovites. 
Are theſe the Breed of Wits ſo wondred at? 
Bet. Tapers they are, with your ſweet Breaths puſt 
out. f 
Roſa, Well. liking Wits they have, groſs, groſs, fat,, tat, 
Prin. O Poverty in Wit, Kingly poor flout: 
Will they not (think you) hang themſelves to Night ? 
Or ever but in Vizards ſhew their Faces? 
bis pert Biron was out of Count'rance quite. 
R/. O! they were all in lamentable Caſes. 
The King was weeping-ripe for a good Word. 
Prin, Biren did wear himlelf out of all Suit. 
Mar. Dumain was at my Service, and his Sword: 
No Point (quoth l;) my Servant ſtrait was mute, _ 
Kath, Lord Lengavile ſaid, I came o er his Heart; 
And trow you what he cali'd me! 
Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 
Kath, Ves, in good Faith. 
Prin. Go Sicknels as thou art. 


Reſa. Well, better Wits have wo'n plain Statute Caps 


ut will you hear; the King is my Love worn. 
Prin. And quick Biren hath plighted Faith to me · 
Kath, And Lcngavile was for my Service born. 
Mar. Dumain is mine as ſure as Bark on Tree. 
Bezet. Madam, and pretty Miſtreſſes give Ear, 
Immediately they. will again be here 
In their own Shapes? for it can never be, 
They will digeſt this harſh Indignity. 
' Prin, Wil: they return? i 
Bget. They will, they will, God knows, 
And leap for — though they are lame with Blows? 
Therefore change Favours, and when they repair, 
Blow like ſweet Roſes in this Summer Air. 


Prin. How blgw ? how blow? ſpeak to be * 


free 
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Beet. Fair Ladies maskt, are Roſes in their Bud: 
Dilmaskt, their damask fiveet Comixture ſhown, 
Are Angels vailing Clouds, or Roſes blown. 
Prin. Avaunt Perplexity ! What ſhall we do ? 
It they return in their own Shapes to woo ? 
Roſ. Good Madam, if by me you'll be advis d, 
Let's mock them ſtill as well known as diſguis'd. 
Let us complain to them what Fools were here, 
Diſguis'd like Muſcovites in ſhapleſs Gear 
And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their Shallow Shows, and Prologue vilely pen'd, 
And their rough Carriage ſo ridiculous, h 
Should be preſented at our Tent to us. 
Bryet. Ladies, withdraw, the Gallants are at Hand. 
P/ in. Whip to our Tents, as Roes run o'er the land. ¶ Exe. 


Enter the King, Biron, Longavile, aud Dumain, in tbei: 


own Habits. 


King. Fair Sir, God ſave you. Where's the Princeſs? 
B:yet. Gone to her Tent, 


Pleaſe it your Majeſty command me any Service to her? 
King. That ſhe vouchlate me Audience for one Word. 


Boyet, I will, and ſo will ſhe, I know my Lord. | Exit. 


Biron. This Fellow Row up Wit as Pigeon Peas, 

And utters it again, when Jove doth pleaſe: 

He is Wits Pedlar, and retails his Wares - | 

At Wakes and Waſlals, Meetings, Markets, Fairs: 

And we that ſell by Groſs, the Lord doth know, 

Have not the Grace to grace it with ſuch Show- 

This Gallant pins the Wenches on his Sleeve; 

Had he been Adam he had tempted Eve. 

He can carve too, and liſp: Why this is he, 

That kiſt away his Hand in Courteſie. 

This is the Ape of Fortune, Monſieur the nice, 

1hat when he plays at Tables, chides the Dice. 

In honourable Terms: Nay, he can ſing 

A Mean moſt-manly, and in uſhering . 

Mend him whe can; the Ladies call him ſweet; 

The Stairs as he treads on them kits his Feet. 

This is the Flower that ſmiles on every one 

To ſhew his Teeth as white as Whale hi#Bone. 

And Conſciences that will not die in Debt, 

Pay him the Duty of Honey · tongu'd. Bet. 
King. A Bliſter on his ſweet Tongue with my Heart, 
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That put Armad/s Page out of his Part. 
Enter th: Princeſs, Roſaline, Maria, Katherine, and 
Attendants. | 
Biroen. See where it comes, Behaviour what wert thou 
Jill this Mad-man ſhew'd thee ? And what art thou non 
King. All hail, ſweet Madam, and fair time of Day, 
Prin. Fair in all Hail is foul, as I conceive. 
King. Conſtrue my Speeches better if you may. 
Frin. Then wiſh me better, I will give you leave. 
King. We came to viſit you, and purpole now 
To lead you to our Court, vouchlafe it then. 
Prin. This Field ſhall hold me, and ſo hold your Vow1 
Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'd Men, 
King, Rebuke me not for that which you r 
be Virtue of your Eye muſt break my Oath. 


Prin. You rick name Virtue: Vice you ſhould kave ſpoke, 


For Virtue's Office never breaks Mens Troth. 
Now, by my Maiden Honour, yet as pure 

As the unſully'd Lilly, I proteſt, 

A World of Torments though I ſhould endure, 
I would not yield to be your Houſe's Gueſt: 
So much I hate a breaking Cauſe to be 

Of heay'nly Oaths, vow'd with Integrity. 

King. O you have liv'd in Deſolation here, 
Unleen unviſited, much to our Shame. 

Prin, Not ſo my Lord, it is not ſo | ſwear, 
We have had Paſtimes here, and pleaſant Game. 
A Meſs of Ruſſrans leſt us but of lite, 

King. How, Madam, Raſſians ? 

Prin. Ay, in I, my Lord; | 
Trim Gallants, full of Courtſhip, and of State. 
' Roſa, Madam, ſpeak true. It is not ſo, my Lord: 
My Lady (to the Manner of the Days) 

In Courteſie gives undeſerving Praiſe. 

We four indeed, confronted were with four, 
In Rugſian Habit: Here they ſtaid an Hour, 
And talk d apace, and in that Hour, my Lord, 
They did not bleſs us with one happy Word. 

I dare not call them Fools; but this I think, 

W hen they are thirſty, Fools would fain bave drink. 
Biron. This Jeſt is dry to me, fair, gentle ſwees, 
Your Wit makes wiſe Things fooliſh ; when we greet, 
With Eyes belt ſeeing, Heaven's fiery Eye, 8 
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By Light we loſe Light; your Capacity * | 
Is of that Nature, as to your buge Store, | 
Wiſe _ ſeem ſooliſh, and rich things but poor. 
Roſa. This proves you wile and rich; for in my Eye 
Biron. I ama F and full of Poverty, 
Roſa. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
It were a Fault to ſnatch Words from my Tongue, 
Biron. O | am yours, and all that I pofſeſs. 
Roſa. All the Fool mine. 


Biren. I cannot give gon leſs. 
Reſa. Which of the Vizards was it that you wore ? 
Eiron, Where? When? What Vizard ? 


Why demand you this? 
Roſa. T here, then, that Vizard, that ſuperfluous Cake, 
That hid the worle, and ſhew'd the bettet Face. 
King. We are deſeried, | 
They'll mock us now downright, 
Dum. Let us confels, and turn it to a Jeſt, 
Prin. Amaz'd, my Lord, why looks your Highne's ſad? 
Roſa. ys hold his Brows, he Il fwaund: Why lo- xk 
ou pale? a 
Sea tick I think, coming trom aauſco p. | 
Ziron, Thus pour the Stars down Plagues for Perjury. 
Can any Face of Braſs hold longer out ? | 
Here ſtand I, Lady, dart thy Skill at me, 
Bruiſe me with Scorn, confound me with a Flout, 
Thruſt thy ſhayp Wit quite through my Igno.ance 
Cut me to pieces with thy keen Conceit; | 
And I will ſhew thee neyer more to dance, 
Nor never more in Raſſan Habit wait. 
O! never will I truſt to Speeches pen d, 
Nor to the Motion of a School-boy's Tongue, 
Nor never come in Vizard to my Friend, 
Nor woo in Time like a blind Harper's Song; 
Taffata Phraſes, ſilken Terms preciſe, | 
Three-pil'd Hyperboles, (pruee Affectation, 
Figures pedantical, theſe Summer Flies, 
Have blown me full of Maggot Oſtentation. 
I do forſwear them, and I here proteſt, | 
By this white Glove (bow white the Hand God knows) 
Henceforth my wooing Mind ſhall be expreit 
In Ruſſet Yeas, and honeſt Kerſie Noes: 
And to begin, Wench, ſo God help me Law, * 
* 
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My Love to thee is ſound, Sans crack or flaw. 
Rola, Sans, Sans, I pray you. 

Hiren. Vet I have a Trick 

Of the old Rage: Bear with me I am Sick. 

I'll leave it by Degrees: Soft, let us ſee, 

Writs Lerd have mere on us, and thoſe three, 

They are infected, in their Hearts it lyes, | 

They have the Plague, and caught itof your Eyes, 

Theſe Lords are vilited, you are not free; 

For the Lord's Tokens on you both | lee. 

Prin; No, they are free that gave theſe Tokens to us, 
Biren. Our States are forfeit, ſeek not to undo us, 
Reſa. It is not ſo ; for boy can this be true, 

That you ſtand forfeit, being thoſe that ſue. 

Biren. Peace, for I will not have to do with you, 

Re/a. Nor ſhall not, it 1 do as I irtend. 

Hiron, Speak for your ſelves, my Wit is at an end. 

King. 1 each us, ſweet Madam, for our rudeTranſgreſſion, 
Tome fair Excuſe. 

Prin. The faireſt is Confeſſion. 

Were you not here but even now diſguis'd > 
King, Madam, I was: 

Prin. And were you well adyis'd ? 
King. | was, fair Madam, 
Prin. When you then were here, 

V hat did you whiſper in your Lady's Ear? 
king. I hat more than all the World ] did reſpe& her, 
Prin. When ſhe ſhall challenge this, you will reje& her, 
King. Upon mine Honour, no. ; 

Prin, Peace, peace, forbear : 

Your Oith once broke, you force nat to forſwear. 
King. Deſpiſe me when break this Oath of mine. 
Prin. I will, and therefore keep it. Reſaline, 

What did the Ruſſian whiſper in your Ear? 

Reſa. Madam, he ſwore that he did hold me dear 

As precious Eye ſight, and did value me 

A bes e this Word; adding there unto moreover, 

J hat he would wed me, or elle die my Lover. 

Prin. God give thee Joy of him; the noble Lord 

Moſt horourably doth uphold his Word. 

King. " hat mean you, Madam? By my Life my 
rot 


I never {wore this Lady ſuch an Oath, 
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R:ſa, By Heay'n you did, and to confirm it plain, 
You gave me this: But take it, Sir, again. | 
« King, My Faith and this, to th' Princeſs I did give, - 
I knew her by this Jewel on her Sleeve. | 
Prin. Pardon me, Sir, this Jewel did ſhe wear: 
And Lord Biron, I thank him, is my Dear. 
What ? will you have me, or your Pearl again ? 
Biron. Neither of either, I remit both twain, 
I ſee the Trick on't ; Here was a Conſent, 
Knowing aforehand of our Merriment, 
To da ſn it like a Chriſtmas Comedy. 
Some Carry- tale, ſome Pleaſe : man, ſome (light Zany, 
Some Mumble- neus, ſome Trencher-knight, ſome Dick. 
That (miles his Cheek in Years, and knows the Trick 
To make my Lady laugh, when ſhe's diſpos d, 
Told our Intents before; which once diſelos d, 
The Ladies did change Favours, and then we 
Following the Signs, woo'd but the Sign of ſhe: 
Now to our Perjury, to add more Terror, 
We are again forlworn in Will and Error. ; 
Much upon this it is. And might not you [ To Byyet.. 
Foreſtal our Sport, to make us thus untrue? | ' 
Do not you know my Lady's Foot by th Square, 
And laugh upon the Apple of her Eye. 
And ſtand between her Back, Sir, and the Fire,. 
Holding a Trencher, jeſting merrily ? 
You put our Page out: Go, you are allow'd, ' 
Die when you will, a Smock ſhall be your Shrowd. 
You leer upon me, doyou? There's an Eye 
Woundslike a Leaden Sword. 
Bœet. Full merrily | 
Brave Manager, hath this Career been run; 5 
Biron, Lo, he is tilting ſtraight, Peace, I have done. 
| Enter Coſtard. | 
Welcome pure Wit, thou part'ſt a fair Fray. 
Ceſt. O Lord, Sir, they would know 
Whether the three Worthies ſhall come in, or no. 
Biron, What, are there but three? 
Co. No, Sir, but tis very fine; 
For every one preſents three. 
Biron. And three times thrice is nine? 
Ct. Not ſo Sir, under Correction Sir, I hope it is rot ſo; 
Mou cannot beg us Sir, I can aſſure you Sir, we * 
wig x What 
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what we know: I hope three times thrice Sir 

Biron. Is not nine. 

Coſt, Under Correction Sir, we know where until it doth 
amount. | 

Biron. By Fove | always took three Threes for nine. 

Cot, O Lord Sir, it were pity you ſhould get your Li- 
ving by reckoning, Sir. 

Bion. How much is it? 

Ct. O Lord Sir, the Parties themſelves, the Actors Sir, 
will ſhew whereuntil it doth amount; for my own part, 
I am, as they ſay, but to perfect one Man in one poor 
Man, Pompien the Great, Sir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the Worthies ? 

Coſt. It pleaſed them to think me worthy of Pompi:n 
the Great: For mine own part, I know not the Degree 
of the Worthy; but Iam toſtand for him. 

Biron. Go, bid them prepare. 

Coſt, We will turn it finely off, Sir, we will take ſome care, | 

King. Biron, they will ſhame us; [Exit Coſt, 

Let them not apprezch. 

Biren, We 8 my Lord; andꝰ tis ſome Policy 

Ac have one Show worſe than the King and his company. . 
King. I ſay they ſhall not come. 

| Prin. Nay my good Lord; let me o' er- rule you now; 

| That Sport beſt pleates, that doth leaſt knew how. 

s' Where Zeal ſtrives to content, and the Contents | 

| Dies in the Zeal of that which it preſents ; 


Their Form confounded, makes moſt form in Mirth, 
When great Things labouring periſh in their Birth. 
Biron. A right Deſeription of our Sport, my Lord. 
Enter Armado. . 

| Arm, 'Anointed, I implore ſo -much of thy 
/ Royalſweet-Breath, as will utter a Brace of Words. 
* rin. Doth this Man ſerve God? 

Biron, Why ask you? 
Prin. He ſpeaks not like a Man of God's making. 8 
Arm. That's all one, my fair ſweet honey Monarch, 


for l proteſt the Schoolmaſter is exceeding fantaſtical : 
Too too yain, too too vain: But we will put it, as they ſay, | 
| to Fortuna delaguar. I wiſh you the Peace of Mind, moſt 
Royal C 


** | ; 
King. Here is like to be a good Preſence of Worthies: 
He preſents Heſter of Frey, the Swain Purpey che = 
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the Pariſh-Curate Mexay er, Armads's Page Meycales, che 
Pedant Judas Machabeus ; 

Arid if theſe four worthies in their firſt Shew thrive, 

Theſe four will change Habits, and preſent the other five. 
Biren. There are hve in the firſt Shew. 
King. You are decely d, tis not ſo. 
Biron, The Pedant, the Braggart, the Hedge · Prieſt, che 

Fool, and the Boy. 

A bare throw at Novum, and the whole world again 

Cannot prick out five ſuch, take each one in's Vein. 
King. The Ship is under ſail, and here the comes amain. 

Enter Coſtard for Pompey. 
Cft. I Pompey am. 
Biyet. You lye, you are not he. 
Ct. I Pompey am. 4 
Biyet. With Libberd s Head on Knee. 
Biren. Well ſaid old Mocker, 
I muſt needs be Friends with thee. 
Coſt. I Pompey am, Pompey ſurnam'd the Big. 
Dum. The Great. 
t. It is great, Sir; Pompey, ſurnam d the Greut: 
That oft in Field, with Targe and Shield, 
did make my Foe to ſweat : 
2 cy along this Coaſt, T here am come by Chante. 
my Arms bef- are the 781705 this (ns * France 5 


17 our ladyfhip rs ſay 0 d done. 
jour Great Thanks, great Pompey. ** 


Col. Tis not ſo much worth; but I hope I was perfect. 
I made a little Fault in great. 


anks 


—_— My Hat to a Half-penny, Pomper proves the beſt 


Enter Nathaniel fer Alexander. 
Nath, Wy in the World Iliv d, I was the World s Com- 
mander. 
By Eaft, ah, North and South, 1 ſpread my conquering 
Might : 
My Bſcutc en plain declares that I am Aliſander. 
Biyet. Your Nole ſays no, you are not; | 
For it ſtands not right. 
Biron. Your Nole ſmells no, in this'moſt render ſmell- 
ing Se. * 12 
8 e onque ror iſmaid: 
Proceed, good Alexander. 


Nath. 


* 
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Nath. When in the World 11iv'd I was the World's n 
mander. 
Byyet. Moſt true, tis right; you were ſo Aliſander, 
Biron. Pompey the Great. . , 
_— Coft. Your Servant and Cſtard. 
Biron, Take away the Conqueror, take away Ali ſanckr. 
Coft. O Sir, you have overthrown Aliſander the Con- 
ueror. [to Nath. ] You will be ſcrap'd out of the painted 
-loth for this; your Lion that holds the Poll-ax fitting on 
a Cloſeſtool, will be given to Ajax; he will be then the 
ninth worthy, A Conqueror, and afraid to ſpeak ? Run 
away for Shame, Aliſander. There an't ſhall pleaſe you; 
a fooliſh mild Man, an honeſt Man, look you, and ſoon 
daſh'd. He is a marvellous good Neighbour inſooth, and 
a very good Bowler; but for Aliſander, alas you ſee, how 
tis a little o'er-parted : But there are worthies a coming 
will ſpeak their Mind in ſome other ſort. 
Biron. Stand aſide, good Pompey. 
Enter Holofernes 2 Judas, and Moth for Hercules. 
Hol. Great Hercules is preſented by this Imp, 
Whote Club killd Cerberus that thręe- headed Canis; 
And when he was a Babe, a Child, a Shrimp, 
Thus did he ſtrangle 3 in his Manus: 
Luoniam, he ſeemeth in Minority; 
Ergo, I come with this Apology. 
Keep ſome State in thy Exit, and yaniſh,. [Exit Moth. 
Hel. Judas I am. | 
Dum. A Judas. 
Hol. Not Iſcariet, Sir, 
Judas I am, yclipped Machabeus. 
Dum. Judas Machabeas clipt, is plain Judas. 
Biron. A kifling Traitor. How art thou prov'd Judas? 
HI. Judas I am. 
Dum. The more Shame for you, Judas. 
Hol. What mean you, Sir? 
Bet: To make Judas hang himſelf; 
Hol. Begin Sir, you are my Elder, 
Biren. Well follow'd, Judas was hang'd on an Elder, 
Hel. I will not be put out of Countenance. 
Biren. Becaule thou haſt no Facz. 
Hul. What is this? | 
Boyet. A Cittern Head. 
Dum. The Head of a Bodkin,, 
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Biren. A Death's Face in the Ring. 
Long. The Face of an old Roman Coin, ſcarce ſeen - 
Beyet. The Pummel ef C-ſar's Faulchion. 
Dum. The carv'd-bone Face on a Flask. 
Biron, St. George's half Cheek in a Broch. 
Dum, Ay, and in a Broch of Lead, 
-  Biron. Ay, and worn in the Cap of a Tooth-drawer 
And now forward, for we have put thee in Countenanes. 
Hol. You have put me out of Countenance. 
Biron. Falle, we have given thee Faces. 
Hol. But you have out fac'd them all. 
Biron. And thou wert a Lion we would do ſo. 
Beyet. Therefore as he is an Aſs, let him go 
And ſoadieu ſweet Jude; Nay, why doſt th 
Dum. For the latter end of his Name. | 
Biron. For the Aſs to the Jude; give it him. Jud. as 
aways | 
Hol. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 


Beyet. A Light for Monſieur Judas, it grows dark, he 
may ſtumble. ' | k 


> 0 


. 
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ou ſtay ? 


rin. Alas poor Macbabeus, how he hath been baited, 


Enter Armado. 
E's Bircn, Hide thy Head Achilles, here comes Hefor in 
rms. 
Daum. Tho! my Mocks come home by me, I will now 
be merry. | | 
King. Hector was but a Trojan in reſpect of this. 
Bget. But is this He@or.. 
King. I think He&r was not ſo clean timber'd. 
Long. His Legs is too big for Hector. 
Dum, More Calf, certain. 
Bet. No; he is beſt indu'd in the Small. 
Brim, This can't be Heller. | 
Dum, He's a God or a Painter, for he makes Faces. 
Arm. The Armipetent Mars, of Launces the Almightys 
gave He ctor a Gift: | 
Dum. A gilt Nutmeg, | 
Biron. A Lemon. 
Long. Stuck with Cloves. 
Dum. No, cloven. | 
Arm. The Armipotent Mars, e Launces the Almighty, 
Gave Hector a Git abe Heir lion; 
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A Man ſo breath:d, that certain ht would fight ye 
From Morn 'till Night ont of his Pavillion, 

I] am that Flower. | | 

Dum, That Mint. 

Leng. That Cullambine. 

Arm, Sweet Lord Longavile rein thy tougue. 

3 4 1 muſt rather give it the Rein; for it runs again 
Hecker. | 
Dum. Ay, and Hector's a Grey-hound . 
Arm. The ſweet war- man is dead and rotten; 
Sweet Chucks, beat not the Bones of the bury'd : 
But I will forward with my Device; 
Sweet Royalty beſtow on me the Senfe of Hearing. 

Prin. Speak brave Hedter; we are much delighted. 

Arm. | do adore thy ſwert Grace's flipper. 

Beyet. Loves her by the Foot. 

Dum, He may not ty the Yard, 

Arm. This Hector far ſurmounted Hannibal. 

The Party is gone. 
3 Fellow Hector, ſhe is gone; ſhe is two Months on 
ber way, 

pong W hat mean'ſt thou? 

Ceft. Faith unleſs you play the honeſt Trojan, the poor 
wench is caſt away; ſhe's quick, the Child brags in her 
belly already, I is yours. 5 

Arm. Do'ſt thou infamonize me among Potentates? - 
Thou ſhalt die. x : 

Coſt. Then ſhall Hector be whipt for hs mag that is 
gen by him; and hang'd for Fompey, t 

Im. . 

Dum. Moſt rare Pompey ? 

Beyet. Renown'd Pompey ! 

Biron, Greater than great, great, great, great Pompey! 
Pompey the huge! - 

Dum, Hod trembles. ; 

Biron, Pompey is mov'd, more Ates, more Ates, ſtir 
them on, ſtir them on. \ 

Dum, Hector will challenge him. 


Biron. Ay, it he have no more Man's blood in's belly 


than will ſup a Flea. 
Arm. By the North pole I do challenge thee. 
Coſt. I will not fight with a pole like a Nothern gr 


is dead by 


Love's Labeur's bot. 67 
I flaſh; I' do't by the Sword: I pray you let me bor- 


row my Arms again. . TY 
Dum. Room for the incenſed Worchies. 
Co(t. PII do't in my Shirt. 2016.9 
Daum. Moſt relolute Pompey; | A 
Mot h. Maſter, let me take you a Buttomhole lower. 
Do you not ſee Pompey is — x the Combat: What 
mean you? You will loſe your Reputation. _ 1H 
Arm. Gentlemen and Soldiers pardon me, I will not 
combat in my Shirt. [ | 
> You may not deny it, Pompey hath made the 
allen E. A 
5 Bloods, I both may and will. 
Biron, What Reaſon have you for't ? k 
Arm. The raked Truth of it is, I have no Shirt, 
I go woolward for Penance. | 
Beyet. True, and it was enjoin'd him in Rome for want 
of Linnen ; ſince when, I'll be ſworn he wore none, but 
2 Diſh-clout of Jaquenetta's, and that be wears next his 
Heart for a Favour. | 
' Enter Macard, 
Mac. God ſave you, Madam. | 
Prin. Welcome Matardy but that thou interrupteſt our 
Merriment. | 
Mac! I am ſorry Madam, for the News I bring 
Is heavy in my Tongus, The King your Father ——— 
Prin, Dead, for my Life! | 
Mac. Even fo: My Tale is told. 
Biron, Wotthies away, the Scene begins to cloud. | 
Arm. For mine own part, I breathe free Breath; I have 
ſeen the Day of wrong through the little Hole of Diſ- 


cretion, and I will right my felf like a Soldier. 
King. How fares your Majeſty ? 


[ Bxewnt Worthies, 
Prin. Boget prepare, I will away to N 
King. Ma not fo, I do — — 4 
Prin. Prepare I ſay, I thank you, gracious Lords, 
For all your fair Endeaveurs; and entreat, | 
Out of anew (ad Soul, that you vouchſafe, 
In your rich Wiſdom, to exeule or hide, 
The liberal Oppoſition of our Spirits; 
It ever boldly we have born our telyes, 


1 Thus puriſies it ſelf, and turns to grace. 
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In the Converſe of Breath, your Gentleneſs 
Was guilty of it, Farewel, worthy Lord; 
An heavy heart bears not an humble Tongue: 
Excuſe me ſo, coming ſo ſhort of Thanks, 
For my great ſuit ſo eaſily obtain d. | 
King. The extream Parts of Time extreamly forms 
All Cauſes to the purpoſe of his ſpeed, 
And often at his very Fooſe decides : 
That which long proceſs of time could not arbitrate, 
And though the mourning Brow of Progeny- 
Forbid the ſmiling Courteſie of Love, 
The holy ſuit which fain it would convince 
Yet ſince Loye's argument was firſt on foot, 
Let not the Cloud of Sorrow juſtle it 
From what it purpoſed. Since to wail Friends loſt 
Is not by much ſo wholſome, profitable, 
Asto rejoice at Friends but newly found. 
Prin, I underſtand you not, my griefs are double., 
Bren, Honeſt plain words beſt pierce the cares oſ grief 
And by theſe badges underſtand the King. 
For your fair ſakes have we negle&ed time, ; 
Play'd foul Play with our Oaths: Your beauty, Ladies, 
Hathmuch deformed us, faſhioning our.H umours 
Even to the eppoled End of our intents; 
And what in us-hath ſeem'd ridiculous, 
As Love is full of unbefitting ſtrains, 
All wanton as a Child, skipping and vain, 
-Form'd by the Eye, and therefore like the Eye, 
Full of ſtray ing ſhapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Var) ing in Subjects as the Eye doth rowl, 
Toevery varied object in his Glance ; 
Which party · coated preſence of loole Love 
Put on by us, if in your heay'nly Eyes, 
Have misbecom'd our oaths and gravitics;._ Kg 
Thoſe heay'nly-eyes that look into thele Faults, 
Suggeſted us to make: Therefore, Ladies, 
Our Love being yours, the error that Love makes 
Is likewiſe yours. We to our (elves prove falſe, 
5 being once falſe, for ever to be true | 
o thoſe that make us both, fair Ladies you; 
And even that falſhood in it ſelf a ſm. 


Prin. 
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Pyin. We have receiv'd your letters, full of love, 
Vour fayours, the embaſſadors of love: . | 
And in our maiden council rated them 

At courtſhip, pleatant jeſt, and courteſie, 

As bumbaſt, and as lining to the time: 

nut more devout than theſe are our reſpects. 

Have we not been (and therefore met your loves 


Ia their own faſhion) like a merriment ? W ge 
Dum. Our letters, madam, ſhew'd much more than 


eſt. 

Lon . So did our looks. 4 
Roſa. We did not coat them ſo. YET 
Kling. No at the lateſt minute of the hour, bj 
Grant us your loves. 577 
Prin. A time methinks too ſhort, 
To make a world-without-end bargain in; 
No, na, my lord, your grace is perjur'd much, 
Full of dear guiltineſs, and therefore this: 
If tor my love (as there is no ſuch cauſe) 
You will do ought, this you ſhall do for me 
Your oath I will not truſt; but go with ſpeed : 
To ſome forlorn and naked hermitage, 
Remote from all the pleaſures of the world; 
T here ſtay until the twelve celeſtial ſigns 
Have brought about their annual reckoning. 
c chis auſtere inſociable life 2h 
Change not your offer made in heat of blood 
Iffroſts, and faſts, hard lodging, and thin weeds 
Nip not the gaudy bloſſoms of your love, 
But that it bear this tryal, and laſt love; 
Then at the expiration ofthe Year, - 
Come challenge me, challenge me by theſe deſerts; 

And by this virgin palm, now kiſſing thine, 
I will hethiney; and till that inſtant ſhut 
My woful ſelf up in a mourning houſe, 
Raining the tears of lamentation, 
For the remembrance of my father's death. 
U this thou do deny, let our hands part, 
Neither intitled in the other's heart, 10 
Hing. If this, or more than this, I would deny, 
To flatter up theſe powers of mine with reſt; . 


— 
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The ſudden Hand of death cloſe up mine Eye. 
Hence ever then, my Heart is in thy Bteaſt. 
Biron, And what to me, my love ? and what to me? 
Reſa. You muſt be purged too, your fins are rank, 

You are attaint with ſault and perjury; 

Therefore if you my favour mean to get, 

A twelve-month ſhall you ſpend, and never reſt, 

But ſeek the weary beds of people ſick. 

Dam. But what tame my love ? but what do me? 
Kath. A wife, a beard, fair health and honeſty ; 

With three-fold love I wiſh you all abeſe-chroe. , 
Dum. O ſhall I ſay, Lthank you gentle Wike ? 
Kath. Nat ſo my lord; a twelve-month and a day 

T'll mark no words that ſmooth-fac'd woersſay. 

Come when the King doth to my lady come; 

1 hen if I bave much love, III give you ſome. 

Dum. Ill forve thee true and faichfully till then. 
Kath, Let ſweat not, leſt you be forſworn again, 
Long. What lays Maria? 

Mar. At theawelve-month'send,. 

In change my black gown fur a faithful Friend. 
Long. I'll ſtay with patience; but the time is long. 
Mar. The liker you, few taller are ſo young. 

Biren. Studies my Lady ? miſtreſs, look on me, 

Behold the window. of my heart, mine eye : 

M hat humble ſuit attends thy Anſwer there, 

Impoſe ſome ſervio on me ur thy love. | 
R:/a. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Biron, 

Before I faw you; and the world's large tongue 

Proclaims you for a Man replete with mocks, 

Full of compariſons and wounding flouts, 60 

Which you on all aſtates will execute, 

T hat lie within the mercy of your wit: 

To weed this wormwood from your faithful Brain, f- 

And therewithal to win me if you pleaſe, 

Without the which I am not to be wen; 

You ſhall this twelve-monthterm from day to day 

Viſit the ſpeechleſt ſiek, and Kill eonverſe 

With 8 and your task ſhall be, 

Wich all che free endeavour of your wit, 

IJenforœm the pained impetent to ſmile. 

Biren. To move wide laughter in the throat of — 

f 
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Ie cannot be, it is impoſſible : 
Mirth cannot move aſoulinagony. 

Roſa, Why, that's the way\to thouk agiblag itt, 
Whole influence is begot of that looſe grace, 
Wich ſhallow laughing Hears give to fools: 

A jeſt's proſperity lies in the car 

Ot him that hearsit, never in the 

Of him that makes it, then if ſickly ears, 

Deaft with the elamours of their own 

V ill hear your idle ſcarus ; continue then, 

And I will have au, and chat fault withal: 
But, if they will nat 3 throw eway chat ſpirit, 
And 1 ſhall find you — eras of that ſault, 

Right joyful of yo 

Hiron. A twe mon ? * beſoll e hat · will befall. 
Ii jeſt a twelve- month in an hoſpital. 

Prin, Ay, ſweet my lord, and ſo I take my ſoavo. 

L the King. 

King. No Madam, we will bring you on your way. 

Biron, Our wooing doth not end like an old play ; z 
%ack hath not Jil; theſe ladies cnurteſie 
Might well have made our fport a comedy. 

ing. Come, Sir, it wants a twelye · munth and a day, 
And then *twill end. N 
Ziron, That's too long for a play. 
Enter Armado. 

Arm. Sweet Majeſty, vouchfafe me. 

Prin, Was not that Hecter? 

Dum. That worthy Knight of Tray. * 

Arm. 1 wil Kiſs th TOYS er, apd take leave. I am 
a votary; I have vd to * og urnetta to hold the plough 1 
for her | weet love t ut, moſt eſteem d greatneis, | 
will you hear the dialogue — the rwo learned men have 
compiled, in pralſo of the ow! and cuckow ? it ſhould have 
tollow'd inthe end of our fheyy 
King, Call them forth quickly, we will doo. 

Arm. Holla, approach. 
Enter all. ' 
is fide is Hyems, winter. 
his Ver, the ſpring: the one * by the * 
he other by the cuckows N . 
Ver, begin, «v3 | ; 
C . The 
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4 The SONG) 2 
; ben daizies pied; and uiole ts blace, 
 Andcuchow-buds of yellow bue, 
Aud lady-ſmocks all ſilver white, 
Do paint the meadows with delight ; 
| The cuckow then on every a ; 
ſings beg 


Moc ls married men; fer t 
d Cuckew, 3 * | 
Cuckow, cuclem 1 O word fear, 


| Unpleaſing t a married ear 
Rs When Shepherds pipe on caten flraws, 
Ha And merry larks are ploughmen s clocks + 
p I ben turtles tread, and rocks aud daws, 
And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks 3 
The cuckow then en every tree 
Moc ks married men; for thus fings be, 
3 (Guckow. . | Wh 
Cuckow, cuckow: O word «| fear, 
Unpleaſing to a married eur! 
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Then 72 hang by the wall, 
And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears lags into the ball, 
And milk comes frozen bome in pail; 
When blocd is nipt, and ways be * 
Tben nightly ſings the ſtaring ow. 
Tu-whit, to-who ; We 
' While greafie Joan deth keel the pet. 
ben all aloud the wind doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the parſon's ſaw; . 
| And birds fit brooding in the ſno w. 
Aud Marian's noſe looks red and ram 
n 5 — 9 5 2 *. 72 the bowl, 
"+" en nightly fings the ſtaring owl, 
LAY bi, N „„ 
Rds TR, + 
, bile greaſie Joan d eh bet. 
Arm. The words of Merc * e 
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Are harſh after the ſongs of Ap 
You that way, we this way. \,, « » LExea 
EETöͥ BP & > 4-4 
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